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HIS ROYAL HIGHNESS

THE PRINCE OF WALES,

<HAVING, in the complacent be-

nevolence of his gracious difpofition,
condefcended to fignify his Approba-
tion of thefe Works, and his pleafure
that they might come into the world
under his Auguft Proteion ; in
the hope that the degree of lenity
with which his Royal Highnefs has
been pleafed to regard them on the
Stage, will not be affe@ted by a look
over of them in the clofet (if fuch’
humble producions, unaided by the

| advan-

q/zu‘ho 2& Jee 1% (1/m,ef;), 2,8 %
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advantages of reprefentation, can ever

be admitted to a place even among
the lighter engagements of his Royal
Highnefs’s leifure moments) they are,

laid at his Royal Highnefs’s feet,

with all humlhty, duty, and grati- |

tude, by

' THE AUTHOR.

Fune, 1798,
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ADDRESS PREFATORY.

\

THE AuTHOR regrets that an incon-
fiderate difpofal of the Copy Right of
his Pieces, called The Son 1N Law,
The AGREEABLE SURPRISE, The Youne
Quaker, The DEaD ALIVE, and PExe-
inGc Tom ; to the late Manager of the
Hay-Market Theatre, prevents their ap-
pearance in this Colletion*. How-
ever, fhould thofe of his compofitions,
which he is here enabled to give to the
Public, afford any gratification in the
reading, it is derived from,the kindnefs
of Mr. Harris, (Proprietor of the
Theatre-Royal, Covent-Garden) in per-
mitting the AuTHOR to Printthem ; the
Copy Right of moft of them, he alfo
~ having purchafed. - - "

) : /
# Had they been fold to a Bookfeller, and confequently
then Publifhed, the AuTnor would, by the laws refpe@ting’
literary property, have had a right to print them at the ex-
piration of fourteen years, a term now long elapfed.

To



/

vi

To that Gentleman, for this fignal in-
ftance of generofity, ds well as for many
other atts of friendfhip, the AurHog,
thus Publickly returns his moft fincere -

and grateful thanks.

Teddington, Middlefex,
Fune, 1798,
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The NEéLECTED SON.

IN
FIVE ACTS.

PERFORMED AT THE

THEATRE-ROYAL,COVENT-GARDEN,
4 In 1793.

" VOL. I. 3






PROLOGUE,

WRITTREN BY JOHN TAYLOR, R$Q
AND SPOKEN BY MR. MIDDLETON,

*TIS ftrange that authors, who fo rarely find
'Their pray’rs can move an audience to be kind,
8till fend, with piteous tone and look forlorn,
‘The Prologue forth to deprecate your fcorn;
Such doleful heralds, which would fain appear
The timid fruggles of a modeft fear,

The furly Critic views with jealous fpleen,
As the dull prefage of the coming fcene.

In vain, the dread hottility to calm,

E’en potent Flatt’ry tries her foothing balm ;
Pity’s a crime his lofty foul difdains

And his pride feafts upon the poet’s pains.
Yet now no critic rancour need we fear,
For lib’ral candour holds her empire here,
Candour, who fcorns for little faults to pry,
But looks on merits with a partial eye,

And {ure a bard whofe mufe fo oft has found
‘The happy pow’r to kindle mirth around,
Though, in her fportive moods, averfe to trace,
The rigid forms of 4&ion, Time, and Place,
‘While gen’rous obje&s animate her view,

May ftill her gayluxuriant courfe purfue;
For, mid her whims, fhe fill has fhewn the art,
‘To prefs the USEFUL MORAL on the heart;

" 'With juft contempt the worthlefs to difcard,
And deal to VirTus its deferv’d reward.

So aim’d the bard * (if haply we may dare,
Our humble fcenes with nobleft ftrains compare)
‘The bard whofe favour’d mufe could joy afford,
That eas’d the cares of Rome’s Imperial Lord, .
‘Who in her fatire frolickfome and wild,

Gave vice the deepeft wounds when moft fhe fmil'd.
® Horacz.
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LIFE’s VAGARIES;
OR,

THE NEGLECTED SON:

D

. ACT I

SCENEL.
A Parlour in D1cx1ns’s; Breakfaft laid.

" Enter S1n Hans BureEss, and Rosin Hoors.

Sir Haxs.

I'LL truft nothing to the errand cart, you muft
- bring up my own waggon; cuts fuch a figure!

a Gentleman’s fine team ringing thro’ a country
"town,

Robin. Why it does make folks ftare.

Sir H, There’s the Duke’s cart, Lord Mar-
quifs’s cart, and why not his Wortfhip’s cart?
and on it written in capitals, * Sir Hans Bur-
-gefs | Samphire Hall.” A ride of feven miles,
after breakfafting at eight as I have, is a kind of
Whet; but to find Major Talbot there over his:
breakfaft at eleven! Shameful! Eh, why here’s

' : -another



6 LIFE’s VAGARIES ;

another Breakfalt at—{"/ooks at kis watck) twelve }
Scandalous ! ;

Robin. Now you mention that Sir, don’t forget,
that Squire Miller invites you to dine with him to
day. : '

.{':'r H. Aye, his dinner hour is two ; you call
and tell him, I'll wait on him.  [Ex# RoBiN.}
I breakfaft at eight, Major Talbot at eleven, this
little Shopkeeper at twelve, -why a man in his
rounds, according.to the degrees of fathion, may
fwallow four or five breakfafts in a morning.—
Ah, Dickins is quite {poilt by a Lord’s taking
notice of him—aping all the abfurd impertinence
of fathion; an infignificant cur ‘mongrel, fetting
himfelf up for a greyhound.

Enter Dickins, in a morning gown, &Sc. tying his
neckcloth, fits.

Dick. When one fups at the Cattle, no rifing
next morning (yawns, not minding Sir Hars,) '

Sir H. The Caftle! fup with Lord Vifcount
Torrendel.

Dick. His Lordfhip would make me bumper it
Iaft night, toafting fuch bundles of his fine girls;
’pon my foul I and Torrendel knock’d the bot-
tle about rarely. How his Lordfhip ftared at
dinner when I hob nob’d him ; fays he, my dear
Dickins, are you in earneft ? 'pon my foul, faid I
my. dear Torrendel I am, that’s poz. I'm ufed
to good old black port, and his Lordfhip’s pink
Burgundy has given me an immepfe head-ach.
No getting from him, he’s fuch good company.’

yawns.) ‘

Sir H. Then I'm not even to be afked to fit
down? . _

. Dick, Sir Hans Burgefs! Oh, how do ye do?

Sir H,
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Sir H. Well, this is good, a Gentleman.comes
to talk about bufinefs, and its “ Oh, how do ye
~do.” -
Dick. Bufinefs! true, I ride out with my Lord

this morning.

Sir H Pleafe, Sir, firft to ftep into your fhop,
and weigh out the fugar and tobacco for my fer-
vant, Robin Hoofs.

Dick. (rifing) Sir, if you don’t know how to
behave as a parlour vifitor to me, as a cuftomer,
walk into my fhop, and wait there till you are
ferd. Here John, take this perfon’s orders.
Weigh tobacco! as you are mow Sir Hans Bur-
gefs, I may yet be Sir Anthony Dickins ; | may
be knighted for bringing up an addrefs. You
made your money by a contrat of hats, and an’t
I making mine by ‘

Sir H. Your country merchant fhop of all forts.

Dick. My banking-houfe, agencies, receiver-
thips, fattorfhips

Sir H. And coal-fhips.. Now { have laid out
my money in buying a fcope of land, and my
grand hobby is to turn it into a fathionable fea-
bathing place. I have fuch a liberal mind to ac-
commodate the publick, I built firft there a
beautiful houfe ,

Dick. For yourfelf. Asmy Lord fays, to ferve
a man’s felf, has been long the way of doing
things for the public good. : .

Sir H. 1 raifed as pretty an hotel! and the neat
row of lodging-houfcs !

Dick. But to give it a name, you muft geta
few of us people of fathion down to it. Suppofe
I fay to his Lordfhip, ’pon my foul Torrendel,
‘now you fhould take a houfe from my friend, Sir
Hans, he’s a good, honeft, ftupid fort of a fo}:ﬂ

: S —why
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—why then, fays my Lord, nay my dear Dickens,
you are too fevere. Yes, perhaps I may prevail
on Torrendel to take one of your new houfes,

Sir H. Not fo much good in you, a pity, friend
Dickens, my Lord can’t admit you for an hour
to his table, but it makes you {o faucy.

Dick. Proud! a proof my Lord ca’n’t do withe
out me. - . '

Sir H. Why you are fo clever that I will truft
Jyou, becaufe 1 ca’n’t do without you.

Dick. Very civil. (bows)

Sir H. 1 came to confult you. You know
I defign to beftow my ward Augufta Woodbine,
with her whole fortune, on my fon George ; but
I fear the report of her riches will bring all your
flathy, high-titled gentry about her, thene——

Dick. Ay! then, indeed, the may be for de-
fpifing a fon of yeurs. Wa’nlt Mifs Augufia
adopted by her uncle on his difcarding his own
daughter f}cl)r a faux pas with fome man of fathion
two and twenty years back ? -

Sir H. Devil’s in your twenty years back ! how
to bring my fon’s marriage about now ?
 Dick. Make your ward think that her uncle
has made a fecond will, and that fhe’s not worth
two-pence, then fhe’ll be glad to fnap at your
~ George. . ‘ ‘ '
. Sir H. Eh! that’s well, I expe& her to-day
from London. According to that plan, it will
thew too much attention to go myfelf to meet
her—1'll let her down—7U'll fend any body—wiil
vou go, ‘my dear fellow ? :

Dick. Civil again ; (bows) its a doubt to me,
if you know how to make a bow, Sir Hans; ha,

" ha, ha! this morning I, making my bow of leave

to his Ludfhip, flicing back, ftumbled upon the

poor
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poor Chaplain’s toe ; my Lud laughed ! S*death!
cries his Reverence, you've killed me! Huzza,
fays my Lud, then the parfon’s 'dead, and has
loft his living, ha, ha, ha'!

Sir H. Then you are a retailer of his Lordfhip’s |

Jefts too.
Dick. But to meet this Lady, I'll fend my
daughter Fanny. Here fhe is. .

Enter FANNY, flops flort, and makes a low curtefy.

Why, Mifs, isn’t this your fchool hour?

Fanny. Yes, papa, but I've ftept home for a
book; did you })ee my Pleafing Inftrutor? (Jooks
about.)

Dick. My dear, you muft ftep over to the inn
to receive—— .

Fanny. Lord! papa, what would our Gover-
nefs fay if a young Lady of her fchool was feen
going mto an inn? befides its now my reading
time ; then I have my embroidery; then I muft
pradtice my mufick ; then fay my French leflon ;
then the dancing-matfter ; then, papa

[Exit. courtefying. Sir Hans bows.

Dick. 1 muft not take her fx%'om her accomplifh-
ments—I’ll go, and in my way drdp this parcel
at my Lud’s, a trivial thing, but was I to fend
it, it'would be, Eh, now, Dickins, why didn’t
you come yourfelf, my dear fellow? always hap-
Py to fee you. Muft call, my Lord may think
1’m getting proud, pride is fo contemptible.
~ &ir H. So it is, I defpife it at this moment.

¥ .Dick. Well, good bye. ‘

Sir H. Devil's in your good bye! Introduce |

_me now to Lord Torrendel. :
Dick. Why, I don’t Know, his Lordthip fup-
YoL. 1. e '

peit.

.
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ports vaft dignity ; but never mind, tho’ he is ve-
ry difficult of accefs, I’li introduce 'you, for my
Lud fays, Dickins, I'll be glad to fee fome of
your people; from my refpeét to you, you may
command any fervice—never mind their aukward
want of breeding, if known to you. Sir Hans,
I’ll prefent you to my Lud; expe to fee all the
importance of genuine old nobility; yet I'm of
that confequence with him, that once prefented by
me, his Lordfhip and you are hand and glove.

' - [Exeunt.

o
SCENE 1II.
A Chamber. in Lorp TORRENDEL’S

Enter Lorp TORRENDEL, and L’(EILLBT, adjuft-
ing bis drefs.

Lord Tor. Then you think, L'CEillet, Lady .

| Torrendel is ftill in Cumberland. She is too

good a wife—I ufe her ill.

L'Eillet. Oui! mais, mi Lor, dat be de faute
of la nature, vich did give your Lorfhip confti-
tution galante, amoureufe

Lord Tor, No interruption from my wife here,

ha, ha, ha! good deception this of mine, to make

her believe I’'m at Lifbon for the re-eftablithment
of my health; never was better in-my life ! '
L’Eillet. Your Lordfhip be robufte comme

.Hercule ; vid your fpindle fhank. (afide)

Lord Tor. 1ady Torrendel, among the lakes,

of
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of darling pleafures; a doubt to me if the even
knows I've ftill a feat in this part of the country.
Sheis truly amiable, her mind ftored with every
delicate refinement, and for pcrfonal charms has
few fuperiors; I like people thould know fo fine a
woman chofe me;—yes, fhe feems the only per-
fon unconfcious of her fhining qualities; but I
cannot help my irrefiftible penchant for variety,
(ringing without) I'm not at home; c)cccpt it is the
little girl, Dickins’s daughter Fanny' isn’t her
name Fanny? an abfolute Cherub !

L’Eilles. Ah! oui milor—Fanny Dickins, Fan-
ny Cherub!

Lord Tor. But living beauty cannot banifh thc
fweet remembrance of Emily Woodbine. If her
father hadn’t difinherited her for coming off with
me, and adopted his neice, I fnou’dnt now be
troubled with this profligate boy of her’s, this
Lord Arthur,. as he calls himfelf—prefumes as if
my fon in real wedlock. My fitting him out for
the Indies was doing very handfome for a chance
child. '

L'Eilles. Milor, I did vxd noney, you give
me, furnith him fuperbement for voyage de mer;
but he did make fuch a fabat affreux in de fhip,
dat he vas turn’d out—(afide) fo I did tell you;
but your money I have fnug dans ma poche.

Lord Tor. He’s well enough, I hear, as to his

perfon.
L'Gillet. Oui! i1l eft fait d pelndrc, llmagc
of your lordfhip!

Lord Tor. But mad! I'm ab(olutcly afraid of
him.

L’@illet. Milor, here come de pretty girl.

Lord Tor. L’(Eillet! how do I look this morn-

ing? candld now ! I always like the truth.
e3’ L' &Eiller.
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L'Eillt. Den, en verité, milor, you look
not above fifty, tho’ you are a quarter paft.

Lord Tor. Fifty! L’CEillet you are exceedingly
coarfe.

Enter FANNY.

Ha, my charmer!

Fanny. ’Pon my word, Sir, my Lord I mean,
if you talk that way to me, I won’t comie here any
more ; | didn’t know you were in the room, or |
fhoulda t have come in I aﬂ'ure you, Sir, my Lord
I mean.

L:Eilles. Ah, petite badine. Mamfelle Fanny
come purpofe to fee my Lor.

Fanny. Monfieur, how can you fay that.

, Lord Tor. Do now, my love, déclare and make
" me happy

Fanny. Then I only came becaufé

Lord Tor. What, my angel ?

L’Eiller. Ah, pourquoi ¢ H

Fanny. Becaufe papa fays its a boyifh pray, and
all the rooms in our houfe are fo fmall, and you've

fuch a fine long gallery here, and Jenny the houfe-
keeper’s daughter is fo fmart at—he! hel he!
(produces btzttledare: )

Enter TroMAS, with & pareel.

L'Eillet. (fnatching it.) Va tcn‘ (puﬁe: bim
)

Lord Tor. (breaks it open.) Oh, fome begging
ietmen ‘How! my Lady Torrendcl’s hand!

'Eillet do you read, and write -fome confiftent

‘anfwers date the letters from Lifbon as ufual.
- . L'Gillet.
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L Eillet. Wile you, milor, play ‘de raquette
vid Mifs Fanny. : ‘

Fanny. What ! can you play, Sir, my Lord I
mean ? o ‘ ’

Lord Tor. (afide.) To win a girl one muft
comply with all her childifh follies. (7o L'(Eil-
let) Say the {prain’s not better—can’t lift my.
arm—and allthat, (fakes a battledore.)

Fanny. Ca’n’t lift your arm! you flourifh it
finely, Sir; my Lord I mean. .

Lord Tor. Come, my love. (2keyplay)

L'Eiller. Ah! bien—trés bien !
. _ (Exst.  admiring.

Enter Dickins, and Sir HAns, who fand
amazed,

Fanny. Oh! ;ny Lord, what a rare old beau
the King won’d think you now, and if my papa
was to fee me—oh! (feeing Dickens, runs, he flops
her) ‘ L

Dick. So, this is your ¢ Pleafing Inftruc.
tor.”

Sir H. The dignity of ¢ genuine old nobi-
lity 1” S

Lord Tor. Ah, hem! what, Sir?

Dick. 1 beg vour Lordfhip’s pardon, but I
brought a parcel, and am come up to fave your
Lordfhip’s coming down.

Lord Tor. Impudent intrufion this!

Dick. Mils, you ftep overto the Swan Inn
to receive a young lady juft arrived from London
—T0, .
!I"‘anny. Lord, Papa!—give my battledores to
Jenny. (apart to Lord Torrendel ; goes to doer,
turns, makes @ low conrtefey, and exst gravely.)

- Sir H.
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Sir H. How finely fhe holds up her head.

Dick. All the good fhe’s got at the boarding -
{chool. _

Lord Tor. Once you make free with thefe kind
of people.

Sir H. The devil's in your ftrutting! why
don’t you prefent me? _

Dick. Oh, true, my Lord give'me leave to
introdyce '

-~ Lord Tor. Ah! hey! L'GEillet! (calls and exit.
Dickins fands confufed)

Sir H. Dickins, fince I have been intro-
duced by you, his Lordfhip and I are hand
and glove, ha, ha, ha!

Dick. Get drunk with a man over night,
and in the morning its

Sir H. Ah! hey! 'L’Eillet! (mimicks)

Dick. Hem ! [Exz.
_ Sir H. Stop, my Lord ca'n’t do without
you. ‘ .

Enter L’GErLLET Aaftily. a

L'@Eillet. Mon dieu! vere be my Lord to tell
him of dis beauty lady ftop at de Inn?

Sir Hans. 1 fee the valet’s the prime favourite
after all. (afide) Monfieur, pleafe to accept—-
(gfves money.) )

L’ @Eillet. Qu’eft que c’eft ? vat’s dis ?

8ir H. *Tis—you are fo civil. :

L’'Gillet. Ah! je vous entends—to. make me
civil. : ’ '

Sir H. Sir? : [ Bows and exit.

L’Eillet. Two guinea! very polite’! he vant.
ma Intereft. In his Lordfhip’s fervice 1 have
been but four year, yet have fav'd two thoufand

guinea ;
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guinea ; the guinea flow ‘to my coffer in many
channel. My lor fancy watch-trinket, to pre-
fent as decoy to Lady, I buy at ten guinea,
charge him twenty. I wink at de tradefman’s
bill, ven paid he flip me de guinea:—if tenant
want leafe renewed, I{peak to my Lor, tenant
me donne the guinea. De maitre tink we be
dere fervants, but when we have got into de
love-fecret, pardi! den de maitre become fer-
vant to de valet de chambre. [Exst.

- .t:_:
SCENE III.
A ,kaom in an Im!
- Enter LANDLA‘DY, intr;;dmz'ng AvUGusTa.
Landlady. This way -mada'm." [Exzt
-Enter Fanny.

Famy. How d’ve do, Ma’am, after your jour-
ney? o

.Z!uguﬁa. Tolerably well, Mifs—but, pray, who
am I to thank for this obliging enquiry ?

Fanny. Why, Mifs, a’n’t you the great heirefs,
Mifs Augufta Woodbine, Sir Hans Burgefs ex» -
pefted down here from London?

Augufia. Where is the good old gentleman? .
Fanny. He good ! brought papa upon me juft
now ! he, he, he! I was caught—but pray don’t
you young Ladies in London fometimes play as

shuttlecock ? o
: Augyfa.
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Augufia. Ha, ha, ha! why, Mifs, you are very
agreeable—what a fimple thing! (afide) but,
how came you to know, or expett me?

Fanny. Papa fent me to receive you.

Asgufia. 1didn’t know Sir Hans had a daughter
—Mifs Burgefs I prefame. .

Fanny. He, he, he! no! no! I am not Mifs,
_but I may be Mrs. Burgefs, for young George
is quite partial to me ; there he’s now gone on
his travels round Brighton, and Battle, and Haf-
tings, Sandwich, and Margate, and Ramsgate.
My dear foul, George Burgefs is a very fine
~ creature, I affure you.

Auguffa. 1ca’n’t doubt his tafte, Mifs, when I
-underftand he’s an admirer of your’s.

Fanny. Ah! now I fee- the difference between
you and us down here. You are a true Lady,
and we are only conceited figures, and fo I'll
tell all the Ladies in our fchool, and I don’t care
ifmy French teacher hears me too. ’Pon 'm

honour, with all my finery, I'm but a fhabby
genteel. , o

Enter Dicx1Ns.

Dick. If my fcheme of letting down our
young heirefs, can bring about a match with
Sir Hans’s Son George, by agreement I touch
the handfome prefent. : _
. Fanny. La, papa! why don’t you fpeak to the
young Lady? , )
. Dick. Welcome, Mifs ! (nods familiarly.) .

Augufla. Sir, (courtefies) I with fomebody would
~ call my fervant. (going) ,
Fanny. Mifs, I'll run.

; ’ Di:kt
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Dick. Stop. Now to let her down. (afide)
Mifs, I've difcharged your fervant. -

Augufta. How, Sir !

Dick. And, my dedr, inftead of attendance
on yourfelf, you muft learn to attend on others,
mydear. .

Augufta. Sir! very odd and muyfterious; this
brutal treatment—(afide)—my guardian’ lives
but a few miles—the carriage ready ! (going)

Dick. Never mind, my dear, you’ll be able
to walk as far as you’ve to go; you ‘can walk!
(abruptly) :

Augufta. What can be the meaning !

Dick. A word, Mifs; you have been brought
up with the idea of a great fortune. Smoke !
your uncle has made a fecond will, and bequeath’d
all his property to a—fome Mr. Jackfon, or Mr.
Johnfon, nomatter who.

Augufta. 1 don’t know who you are, Sir, but
if acquainted in my affairs, furely by my uncle’s
will lam :

Dick. A man’s /aff will is the clincher, tho” -
he had made fifty before; you are left a "trifling
legacy, and a- handfome educatien, fo muft now
battle it out for yourfelf,

Fanny. 1 could cry for her misfortune, if I
wasn’t glad at its making us more equal. Be-
fere, ' 1 admir'd; but now 1 fhall love her,
dearly. '

* Dick. My generofity is fuch, that at Sir
Hans’s requeft, I'll take you into my houfe to
be governefs to my daughter Fanny, here.

Augufta. Can this be pofiible ?

Fanny, Then I’'m to leave fchool ! (joyfully)

Dick. You fhall have my protection, you
may dine at my table when we have no parti- .

VOL.I. . ' 5] , . cular
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cular company. No oecafion to acquaint you,
my dear, of my property and fortune—firft
fathion. (Jooks at bis watch) My Lord may
now have called at iy houfe! but let him call
again !

Enter Joun, withalarge Bag.

Fokn. Here, Sir Hans’s man fays you fold him
better moift fugar for 6d. a pound.

Dick. Get you gone, you rafcal! (pufbes bim
out) '
' Fanny. La, papa, why don’t you mind the
bufinefs of the fhop ? ,

Dickens. Hem! yes, I want a governefs for my
daughter. What fay you Mifs 2

" Augufta. Sir, I am a friendlefs orphan; no
. alternative—but fuch an afylum! (afide, and
weeps) -

‘Dick. Come, young Lady, don’t be «caft
down. :

Augufta. 1 am furprifed—perhaps concern’d ;
but the profpect of riches gave me little plea-
fure in the refle&tion that I was to poffefs what
belonged to an unfortunate relative; the unfor-
giving fpirit of her obdurate parent took the
birth-right from his own lamented daughter,
caft down! I could be happy.was I fure my
uncle’s “wealth would devolve on the offspring
of his child’s offence; the poor yoeuth, who
may at this moment be a wretched outcaft,
difown’d by an unprincipled father, and no in-
heritance, but his mother’s thame.
 Dick. Why, a babe was, I heard, the con-
fequence of your Coufin’s flip; a boy—this

young
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young mad Arthur D’Aumerle, (sfide) but, dear,
nobody knows any thing of the bantling ; it may

‘be dead or drowned, or—well, but, Mifs, what

think ye ?
Augufia. Sir, T accept your offer. ,
° Dick. Now, I fhall have you under my own
eye, no more playing fhuttlecocks with Lords—
but, how are you qualified for this effice ? what
is your idea of the duties, in bringing up a young
woman ? , .

Augufia. Sir, by the mouth of a parent fhe
receives admonition from Heaven itfelf; and
when he commits that charge to another, it is
indeed facred. The care of youth is an ardu-
ous, and delicate truft of confidence, and honor ;
Ilook upon truth, cleanlinefs, and frugality, to
be the firft principles in a lady’s. education.
They preferve to her mind, perfon, and means,
purity, health, and independence of obligation,
which latter thro’ the devious paths of her future
life, to the unfufpeing female, is often the
concealed adder, for the deftruion of her inno-
cence. . '

Dick. She fet out pretty well about my hea-
-venly authority, and my delicate mouth ; but for
her concealed adders—(afide) well, in truth, my
dear, your quondam guardian, bid me break this
affair in a rough way, to lower your f{pirit to your
fituation; but. it’s my inteation to treat you
with kindnefs and refpett. (afide) This will
do me no harm, when fhe finds fhe has /#/ the
fortune, ’

D2 Enter
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Enter L’(EiLLET,

L’Eillet. Vraiment oui! here is de charmante

inconnue for milor; (afide) and Mifs Fanny !
ah ! ha! (with freedom)
. Dick. And Mifs Fanny’s pal pa! (inter-
pofing) Menfieur—you want now, 1 fuppofe, to
engage my daughter in a match of cricket ;. but
you fhall get all the notches on your pate. .

L'Eillet. Non! Monfieur, I did come vid
milor’s’compliments—you ride cavalcade vid him
dis morning.

Dick. What! after his affronting me !

L’Eillet. Affront pah! votre interét.

Dickens. True! intereft is the gold-beater’s
Jeaf, for my wounded pride. Come, Mifs, be
chearful ; vou’ll dine with us—dinner on table
at fix. ‘

Fanny. Why, papa, we always dine at one.

Dick. Fanny, to amufe you, will fhew you
our town here, , R

L’Eillet. 1 vill fhow de Lady de town.
(bowing) _ :
© Dick. (Bowing) Den’t you believe it,
Afteryou, s'il vous plait, Monfieur.

[Exit, with L'QEillet,

Fanny. Yes, papa, I'll take Mifs Augufta to
the cathedral, the play-houfe, and fhamnbles, the
beaft-market, and affembly-room, and fhe fhall
fee the fine gallery oi pitures, in my Lord’s caf~
tle too.

Timo'in. (Without) Give me my own big’
bettle of old claret, in my own fift,

L4

Fanny.
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Fanny. A man! oh! Lord!-I muft take care '
of my governefs, \ [ Exeunt.

Enter T1MoLIN, wztb wine and gla/s" and Land-
lady. -

Timolin. Puppies ! but they couldn’t read in
my face, that I was gentleman to a Lerd. '
' Landlady. Here, porters, fetch up his Lord-
fhip’s, and the Gentleman’s trunks, let Dick and
Tom Oftler give a help; take care how you turn
the ftairs,

Enter Warter, with two fmall bundles.

Waiter. Here ,Ma’am, is the luggage

Landlady. And call for claret) (afide) Your
mafter, Sir, is ?

Timolin. The Honorable Lord Arthur D’Au-
merle.

Landlady. The Honorable Lord——— -

[ Exit with Waiter.

Timolin. (takmg papers out of bis pocket). 1
hope my Lord w’on’t find out," that I colletted all
thefe tradefmen’s bills, which he ran up in Lon-
don; he’d never have thought of them himfelf.
This claret is neat—fince he did call for it, I may
as well drink it; for he has run eut of the houfe.
If his father, this [.ord Torrendel wo’n’t do fome-
thing, no going back to London, for us!

Enter W AITER.

Waiter. Sir, the other gentleman is calling for
you, and making a great noife.
Timolin:
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- Timolin. Noife! aye, that's quite himfelf.
Then, Sir, this gentleman will wait on that gen-
tleman, and that may happen to fave all the bot-
tles and glafles in your houfe.

Waiter. He has juft taken lodgmgs, at the

ngcllers over the way,

Timolin. What may the price be ?

Waiter. 1 think, they let them at three guineas
a week:

Timolin. (Whiftles, Waiter flares) Don’t be
frighten’d, it's only a little new tune I was hum-
ming.

Waiter. Sir, he defires his luggage to be
brought to him. (Zimolin afbamed, looking at the
bundles, whiftles) Sir !

Timolin. What’s the matter with you now?

“luggage | have you good ftrong porters here, and

a big cart?

. Waiter. For what, Sir? .

Timolin. For—hem! only Sir—I'm afraid our
luggage will break down the landlady’s ftair-cafe.
¢« And there was three travellers—travellers
three.” o [Exeunt. Timolin, finging.

END OF THE FIRST ACT.
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ACT IL

E————

SCENE 1.
Before LorD TORRENDEL’S

Enter LorD TORRENDEL,

LorD TORRENDEL.

N O, the phaton: (calling off ) 1 may fee this lit-
tle girl in the evening, and after an hour on horfe-
back ; my limbs, not quite fo fupple, appear ra-
ther older than fuch a young creature fhould think
one; but, true—I afked this Dickins to ride out
with me to- day One fhould hold thefe fort of
people at arm’s leagth, till we want to turn thcm
into {fome ufe.

Enter T1MoLIN, who takes papers from his pocket,
and thrufts them into Lorp TORRENDEL’S band.

Timolin. There! now you have the whole kit of
them.

Lord Tor. Who are you, Sir? what’s all this?
bills!

Timolin. Yes, and by my foul they’re not bank

bills, and that’s the worft of thcm, and, they’re
not
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not play bills, and that’s the beft of them; for -
there’s not a gaming debt in the.whole clufter,

Lord Tor. But, friend, you fhould have deli-
vered them to my banker, Mr. Dickins.

Timolin. A banker! he’ll give me the money !
(joyfully) by finding you fo good, oh! 1 how you've
difappointed me. (going)

- Lord Tor. Stop! (Jooks at bills) ¢ Lord Torren-
del, debtor, for goods delivered to Lord Arthur;*

who is Lord Arthur D’Aumerle ?

Timolin. Now don’t be in a paﬂ'xon, why, I am

“his fervant. - .

Lord Tor. But who is he himfelf ?

Timolin. Come, be aify my Lord, don’t go to
pretend to know nothing of your own child.

Lord Tor. How dare any fellow aflume——.
Lord Arthur!

Timolin. He has the honor of being your fon.

Lord Tor. *Tis falfe, )

- Timolin. Well, he has no honor in being your
fon,—Will that content you. -

Lord Tor. Arafcal! run about, contrat debts,
fend in his bills to me ! I won’t pay a fhilling to
fave him from perdition.

Timelin. Perdition! fome new-fathion’d name
for the King’s Bench.

Enter GRooM.

Groom. My Lord, am I to faddle the chefnut
mare for Mr, Dickins ? he infifts upon havmg it.

. Lord Tor. Yes, yes, {coundrel! (walks).

Groom. She coft your Lordfhip two hundred
guineas; he's a bad rider, and if fhe fhould get
any hurt—

Lord Tor.
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Lord Tor. Don’t trouble me with your quarrels.

. ’ [ Exit Groom.
Timolin. Refufe his child a few pounds, a bit of
beef, a feather bed, and a hat and a pair of fhoes,
or fo; yet mounts 2 Mr. Dickins on a horfe coft

200 guineas!’ .

Lord Tor. Can’t keep within the allowance that

- I —— '

- Timolin. What allowance, My Lord ?
Lerd Tor. An extravagant
Timolin. He is extravagant; wicked; he’s a

devil! but, it’s all your fault, my Lord, as a fa-
ther; not noticing and bringing him up with a
fenfe of duty to hunfelf and his neighbours. Call
to mind how you loved his mother, and inveigled
her from her friends, tho’ you wasn’t married to
the poor unhappy lady, that doesn’t make the
child’s little finger a bit lefs your fon. -

. - Lord Tor. Emily! (takes out bis purfe) for her
dear fake——=' ' :
Timolin. Then bleflings on you ! befides, Lord

Arthur is fuch a gay— '

Lord Tor. Lord Arthur agam! not a guinea!

Timolin. And as like your lordfhip as a fpright-
ly young buck is like an auld {hambling ba-
boon. (afide) ' '

Lord Tor. 1 know nothing about him.

Timolin. Thefe they call gallantries, to bring
a living creature into the world and then leave
him like a wild beaft to prey upon fociety. (Lord
Torrendel walks about enraged ; 'Timolin following.)
Now, my Lord, only fee him.

Lord Tor. Begone. .

Timolin. T'll tell you what—you’ll drive him def-
perate; he’ll do fome hellith thing or other; he'll
commit a fuicide upon either himfelf er me, for,

VOL. I. . : ) when
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when once he thinks any thing, he immediately
does it, without thinking at all about it.

Lord Tor. Harkye, you fcoundrel! if I hear of
your lord Arthur, or yourfelf, being feen about
my door, I'll have you taken up. ‘

Timolin. Well, a fmall man taken up, does’nt
cut fuch a pitiful figure, as a great man taken
down. : : [Exis.

Lord Tor. This eternal moment!

[ Exit diffurbed.

Enter Dickins, dreffed in an uniform of Hunt, and
-Jonnw.

Dickins. Yes, John, I think I'm very well
equipp’d to ride out with my lord. :

Fobn. Well, fir, you had a hundred guineas fee
with me,. and the day may yct come, for my crof-
fing a hunter.

Dickins. It may, John ; when I was ’prentice in
Barbican, and like the heufe dog, flept in the
fhop; promifed the watchman a pint, to roufe
me, to go to the Eafter Epping Hunt; five a
clock and a fine morning! thump comes the pole
againft the fhop door; tingle, tingle, goes the
little bell behind it; up ftarts me, from my bed
under the counter; on with my buckfkin and
jemmy jacket; jumps into my two boots; mounts
ray three and fixpenny nag; but, firft I putmy |
fpurs in my pocket ; hey off we go, thro” Hack- -

" ney, Hammerton—I faw the ftag once, but then
heard the hounds all the way; find I've a fhort
and a long ftirrup : difmount to put them even;
forgetting to buckle the girt, down comes me, and
the faddle at-top of me ; by this I was flung out; but

to prove I was in at the death, prefents my kind
“ : _miftres
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miftrefs- with a piece of the ftag’s horn, which
* horn fhe gives her hufband for a tobacco ftopper,
. with ah my dear hubby, I wifh you were as good
a fportfman as your ’prentice Tony Dickins, ah
he’s the fmart fellow, ha! ha! ha! and fo I was,
and dem it fo I am ftill.—Jokn you needn’t
wait dinner, I fhall dine with Torrendel.

‘ : [Exit Fobn.
Sir Hans! curfe it, I can’t be plagued with fuch
a filly old fool now. ™

Enter S1r Hans.

Sir H. Hollo, Dickins! fo you have feen my
ward, Mifs Augufta.

Dickins. Yes, yes, I have humbled her rarely,
but pray don’t delay me now, I'm engaged to ride
out with my lord. I, and Torrendel, may firt
take a turn or two down the Street, arm in arm,
right fide, fo don’t hide the ftar! my dear Hans
don’t ftop to talk to me; if you've people with
you, and you fhould bow, I’ll return it.

Re-enter Loorp TORRENDEL.

Lord Tor. Call himielf my fon ; keep fervants
too. s
Dickins. Well, my lord, here I am: whip and -
{pur.

Leord Tor. Defire the porter not to admit either
of them. (calls off)

Sir H. Not admit either of us !

Dickins. Poh! hold your tongue. (pufbing
bim) My lud, I had a little head ache from our
bout laft night; you look vaftly well, but a
little chevy will do us both good.

E2 Lord Tor.
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Lord Tor. Pray, Sjr, what are you talking
about ? :

Dickins. Why, my lord, you fent for me to—

Lord Tor. Poh! poh ! man, I fha'n’t ride out
to-day. [ Exiz.

Dickins, Go to the expence of drefling! view’d
by every body in the town, walking out in my
leathers, and

Sir H. Why, Sir, you are equipp’d in your
leathers.

Dickins. Poh! poh! man, I tha’n’t ride out to-
day. : ' [Exit.
Sir H. And, pray, man, who cares whether you
ride or walk ? big little nobody! I’ll introduce
myfelf—Gad’s curfe! a’'n’t I a Knight, and if I
can effe¢t this marriage with Augufta and my
George

Artbur. (Without) Timolin! (Enters in flippers)
Wtere’s Timolin? Sir, T afk pardon. My raf-
cal dare loiter and had only to come and bring me
a couple of hundred guineas from my father; 1l
fee my lord myfelf. (rings violently at thé gate)

Sir H. Some young fellow of fafhion !

Arthur, I'm run out in flippers; all afleep
here,

Sir H. Yes, Sir, they were at 3 javial party laft
night ; Mr. Dickins told me.

Artbur. Who? aye, my father keeps it up here,
and I without the price of a bottle.

Sir H. (afide) A little civility might make this
Gentleman take lodgings at Samphire-hall.

Arthur. So, I’'m not to be let in! then I'll
have fome of you out. (rings)

Sir H. Are'you in this way, Sir! (mﬁ’ring/nu{-
box, which Arthur dajhes through a windowa) the

| _ L devil’s




OR, THE NEGLECTED SON. 29

devil’s in you, Sir! what fort of mad trick’s that,
to kneck a Gentleman’s fnuff-box. [ Exis.

Enter a Man, witb Boots.

Arthur. Whofe boots are thefe? what do you
afk for thefe boots ?' !

Man. They are bought already, Sir, I'm
bringing them home to my Lord Torrendel.

Arthur, My, father; (‘afide) you could make
me a pair?

Man. Certainly, Sir.

Artbur. Thefe are about my fize. (kicks flippers
off, and puts on the boots. ) ‘

Man. Don’t put them on, er, I can take your

meafure.

Artbhur. My dear fellow, why fhould I give you
that trouble, when here is a pair readv made? that
fits, now this, the whole world is made up of this,
that, and t’other, I have this, and that, and t’other
I don’t want, for two boots will do for me as well
as fifty.

Man. Lord, Sll‘, don’t walk about in them,
his lordfhip wo n’t have them. .

drthur. A paradox! his lordfhip cannot have
them, and his Lordhip has them already.

Re-enter SIR Hans.

Sir H. Only the pebble knocked out of the lid!
never faw fuch a ftrange

Man. The boots aie now unfaleable, hxs lord-
fhip wo’n’t take them off my hands.

Arthur. Nor off my lordfhip’s feet.

Sir H. Lo ! tien I'll pocket my broken box. .

" Man. They are two gumeas, Sir.

Arlbur,
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Arthur. (0 Sir Hans) Sir, 1 beg you a thoufand
pardons for my inadvertency.

Sir H. Inadvertency! a man of rank, by not
- knowing what he does.

Man. We never book fuch trifles, Slr

Arthur. Well then fet them down to me, to
Lord Arthur D’Aumerle ; or, carry the Blll to
my father ; or, Timolin will pay you; or, any
body will pay you ; or, John Bull will pay you;
honeft John pays for all.

Man. Il fee if the law wo’n’t make you pay
me. [Exit Man.

Sir H. Sir, I prefume you are Lord Arthur
D’Aumerle.

Arthur. Right—who are you ? (afide) oh! Sir
Hans Burgefs! that old fool they were laughing
at in the fhop yonder—I hear an immenfe cha-
racter of you, Sir Hans.

Sir H. Pray, my Lord, what do they fay of
me?

Arthur. Ha! ha! ha! what Fca'n’t fay to
your face : that’s my father’s houfe.

Sir H. Indeed! why we didn’t know Lord
‘Torrendel had a fon. :

Arthur. He doefn’t like my commg about
him—he affects to be thought fo very young, to
recommend him to the Ladies: you underftand
me, Sir Hans?
hSzr H. Notfee you! he’s a very unnatural fa-
ther

Arthur. And yet 'm quite a natural fon.

Enter THOMAS,

Tkomas. Sir, my Lord is very much alarm’d,
" and
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and begs you will not commit any more outrage,
© or attempt to fee him.
. Artbur. Did he give the money to my fervant ?

Thomas. Why, Sir, I did fee his Lordfhips’
purfe——— .
Arthur. Then he has, my profound duty—
T afk his pardon. (exit Thomas) He’s a tolerable
father after all—I'll now pay my debts'and be a
man again.

Sir Hans. 1 with my fon had your fire.

Arthur. You've a fon? I'll thew him how to
knock your cafh about!

Sir Hans. Good morning to you, Sir. (gosng)

Arthur. Notfo, Sir Hans! come and breakfaft
with me.

Sir Hans. Two o’clock ! Why my dear Sir, I
broke my faft fix hours ago. :

Enter Rosin Hoors.

Robin H. Sir, here bes Squire Miller’s man to
tell you dinner bes on table. - [Exiz.
Arthur. Ptha—come and breakfaft with me.

~ §ir Hans. But I’'m going to dinner.

Artbur. Well, you fhall have Hams, Tongues,
Tea, Coffee, Chocolate, Anchovies, Eggs, and
Rafhers. Come along )

Sir Hans. Ha, ha, ha! You hit my humour
—I’'m very wife and cunning—I’d do any thing
to get money : but all only to fee my fon make a
blaze, .
Arthur. Blaze! a conflagration! I have a ba-
chelor’s houfe—that is, I lodge at the jeweller’s
yonder; I like to have things about me ; [’ve or-
dered in wine’s and relifhes—I want your opinion
of a horfe I've bought juft now. How I’ll curve

3
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it before noble dad’sdoor ! he fhallfee I can fpend
his money like a gentleman. ‘
Sir Hans. What a noble lad, I could never get
my fon to buy a jack-afs. .
“Arthar. Come, old hock’s the word.
- [Exeunt.

———— R et
SCENE II.

ARTHUR’s lodgings. |New cloaths, linen, [addle,
" hat, &Sci lying on chairs.

Enter TimoLIN,

Timolin. Oh, melancholy is our new home here.
I’d wifh to keep up my poor mafter’s fpirits, but
he’ll fee an empty pocket in my difmal counte-
nance, If his papa had only given him as much
as would have taken us back to London—well,
we have no debts to lay held on us in this
town, however—(fees the things) oh thunder and
zounds ! whats here;—been fhopping on the
ftrength of the expected money! Ordered in wine
‘too! Oh, ho, then not a cork fhall be drawn
till it'is paid for,  (Locks the cupboard and takes
the Key.)

Arthur. (withour) This way, Sir Hans. Obh,
very well ma’am ; but where’s my fervant?

Timolin. Bringing company too !

Enter a Maid-fervant, with Tea-things, &e.
Maid. Sir, your mafter is returned, and is

bringing a gentleman to breakfaft.
: ' Tima
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Timolin. Inftead of a lictle 'civii bafon of tea, he
has brought the whole Bedford Coffee-houfe about
us!

Enter AxTHUR, and SIR HANs.

Arthur. Pray Sir, walk in—be feated—fo

we’ve touched ? (Goyful)

Timolin. Yes! we fhall be touched. (difmal)

. Arthur. Timolin, my friend here has break-
fafted, fo get Sandwiches, and Old Hock.

- Timdlin._Old Hock! I believe you’re ]umpmg

out of your leather.

Arthur. Ha! ha! ha! very well, Timolin.
Sir Hans, that fellow’s a treafure: but when
he does any thing clever, fuch as brmgmg a man
a couple of hundred, it makes him fo pert—

Sir H. Yes! my Lord when once a fervant
knows he’s an honeft man, he begins to be an
impudent rafcal.

Timolin. Poh'! what\talk’s that! Wasthe dc-
vil bufy with you, Sir, to fend in all thefe new
things from the tradefmen ?

Arthur. Ha! ha!l ha! very well--.’[nmolm,
the wine ! Sir Hans, I never drink in a morning,

-dem’d vulgar and unfafhionable; but I know
you old codgers of Port-foken Ward: You’re
a Citizen, Sir Hans, I’'ve heard of your gillings
round the Royal Exchange.

Sir H. Why if I drink in a mozaing, it makes
me ftupid all'day.

4ithur, Oh, Sir Hans, impoffible to make
you ftupid.

Sir H. Sir. (bows)

Arthur. Come Txmolm, ualock. :

VOL. I. . g Tim,
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Timolin. Indeed I wont.

Arthur. No! Sir Hans, thisisthe fecret h:ﬂory
of Old Hock, (pointing to the cupboard) and this
(Youching bis leg) is the key to it. (Burfis the door,

. and brings out wine.)

Timolin. Broke open the cupboard—Oh he‘H
get us both hanged.

Arthur. Sir Hans, thhout expedient a man’s
nothing.

Sir H. You and your fervant, my Lord, put
one in mind of a couple of ghofts. ~ You are all
fpirit, and heis no body—ha! ha! ha!

Arthur. Bravo!

- Fimolin. My Lord, let me fend thefe things
back to the honeft people.

Arthur. Send yourfelf out of the room. -

Timolin. Only hear me.

Arthur: Tll give you fuch a beating.

Timolin. Well, fo you do but hear me, beat
me as long as you like.

Artbur. Lay the money upon- my bureau and
go to the devil: (Puts bim out) The fellow is
fo puffed with doing a petty fervice—Give me
leave to ftand Lady, and make tea for you.

Sir H. My Lord, I hope for the honour of °

- feeing you down at Samphire Hall, an infant

fcheme, mcrely for the health and conwvenience
of the gentry in this part of the country. I've
converted a naked beech into as commodious a
fea-bathing place—

Arthur. ‘Then your principle obje& is—

Sir H. The main ocean!

Arthur. Ptha! you want to eftablifh it mto a
fathion? Its done, I’ll be feen there upon your
ftein or efplanade ;" my phyfician fhall recom-
mcnd all his patncnts fmm Brompton, and Pad-

. dington ;
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dingdon; a variety of gambling tabbies, ho-
nourable black legs, and rickety children.
SirH. I'll defcribe to your Lordfhip, exattly
this fituation of mine.—Here, fuppofe the edge
of this Tea-board is the beach, the top of the
Coffee-pot, here rifes the look out—

Arthur, Yes Sir, this is the pour-out. (Owver-
Slows Sir Hans’s cup.)  °

Sir H, Then Sir, here’s the Sea—eh!—I'm
fcalded !

Arthur. Aye Sir, the fcalding tea. :

Sir H. Thefe cups are one of the Rows of
Lodging-houfes, this Sugar-bafon, the Chapel
and my Houfe—

f l;lrtbur. Yes, yes, the{weeteft place for your-
elf, . .

Sir H. The Saucers are too large, to thew you
the arrangement of the Machines; but, how-
ever, fuppofe each of thefe Guineas a Houfe.
(Takes out bis Purfe, and arranges Guineas.)

Arthur. A Guinea a Houfe! very cheap, I'll
bring all my Friends, .

Sir H. Ha! ha! ha! a pleafant joke !

Arthur. And hére’s the cream of the jeft.—
(Dajkes Cream over Sir Hans.) Ha! ha! ha!
“This is a moft fociable Breakfaft.

.

N Re-enter TivoriN, with THOMAS.

Timolin. You told him! then untell him ; for
he won’t hear me at all at all. ‘

Artbur. There again! then, dam’me! now
you fhall bring me fome brawn and ancho-

vies, . 3
F 2 Tis
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Timolin. Now don’t make quite a kifkawn of
yourfelf. ’ »

Thomas. Sir, I thought when I told you that
my Lord’s purfe—

Arthur. Yes! I'm grateful for good news,
here. (puts his band on bis pocket) Not at home—
all abroad. (fratches a few guineas from the table,

- and gives them to Thomas.)

Sir H. But my Lord, my guineas.

Arthur. Yes, Sir, a guinea a houfe, neat cot-
tage, ftable for fix horfes, coach-houfe, gardens
before and behind, pantheon ftoves, Adelphi
windows, geometrical cork-fcrew ftair-cafe,
kitchen on ground-floor, and fine profpet from
attic ftory. .

Sir H. Bravo! capital for my advertifement.
 Arthur. Here’s—I'll reward “you. (taking the
guineas) ' o

Sir H. Stop, yourve given him lodging-houfes
enough, here my honeft fellow is the look-out
for you. (gives the Coffee-pot) . ‘

Arthur. Ha, ha, ha! true citizen, fharp look-
out on the guineas,.—Tom._you fhall have a bot-
tle. (gives him one and places bim at 1able. Timo-
lin flares, then runs to take it from him.) What!
don't be quite fo bufy;—fit fill. (¢0 Thomas)
You march. (pufbes Timolin out). Sir Hans, Ti-
molin will pay you your guineas.

Sir H. What a fine model for my fon! Come,
my Lord, I'll give you a patriotic toaft—Here’s
fuccefs to all my undertakings. A _

Arthur. Patriotic and difinterefted indeed, Sir
Hans! here’s— '

Thomas. Succefs to my undertakings!

Arthur. Right, little pigeon—finith your bot-
tle by yourfelf, and, if you quarrel with your

com-
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company, I'll kick you both out of the room.
Have you advertifed this place at Samphire-hall?

Sir H. 1 fancy advertifing might make it bet-
ter known ; for new{papers are a fort of thing
that’s read.

Arthur. Why, yes, Sir Hans, people do read
new{papers; how the deuce did you find out
that ? Come, I’ll draw you up a flourithing ad-
vertifement.

8ir H. Iemployeda famous au&ioneer to draw '

up one for me. (takes a paper and perufes) Mind
how he defcribes the beauties—*¢ To the right,

the bold cliffs and- high bluff heads—at the
foot, Sir Hans has built an elegant ftrait row of
houfes, called the Crefcent”—-Eh' that’s very
foolith. '

Artbur, Why, yes! ypur crefcent is a little in
the full moon order, ha, ha, ha! no no, I'll try
at it. (gets pen and ink.)

Enter TiMoLIN, walks about with his arms folded

What do you mean by walking in here with your
executioner’s face ?

Timolin. Well, I didn’t run in debt for my
face. Stepin here, all of you,

‘ Enter]éwrézl Trades-people.

1ft Man. Sir, the horfe you bought—I’ll be
fatished with a draught on Mr. Dickins, our
banker, for the 5o guineas.

2d Man. Nei. hoours, your goods are unda-
maged: but, 11wt on being paid for my boots.

Arthur. Timolin !

Timoiin.  Oh ! 1 know nothing at all about it.

- Arthur. ‘
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Artbur. Pay the people this moment,

Timolin. With what? | ,

Artbur. What! the two hundred my father
gave you.

Timolin. He didn’t give me a Manx rap -half-

nny.

Ar?bur. No! why, I thought—by Heavens!
T’ll get into the houfe myfelf. :

Sir H. (rifing) Oh! my Lord, a thought

« ftrikes me of great confequence, in the prefent
cafe.

Artbur. Well —Sir—quick ?

Sir H. That here, inftead of curlews, he thould
have faid fea-gulls. (Jooking at paper.)

Arthyr. Damn your' fea-gulls, Sir! fee a no-
bleman baited, by a parcel of mechanical——

Timolin. There’s all your goods for you again
—what more do you want? (zbey take up all their
Jewveral goods.)

Artkur. Every one of you, lay down my pro-
perty this moment, in the very {fpot from whence
you took it. I'll pay you the firft money I re-
ceive ; but now, begone, or I'll murder you.

Timolin. Go good people, whatever he fays
he’ll do.

Thomas. Here's gaiety and innocence! (drinks)
. Arthur. True, it was you who told me firft,
that the money—TI’ll make you gay, you inno-
cent dog. (whips bim off)

Sir H. Oh! what a model for my fon. (Ar-
thur gives him a firoke.) ((Exeunt.

SCENE
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SCENE III

A Gallery in Lorp TORRENDEL’S bung with whole
length Pittures of Women.

Enter L.orp TorRENDEL, and L’(EILLET.

Lord Tor. So very lovely?

L’(Eillet.-Une beautée celefte! et pauvre—
poor, derfore no danger from relations. So, my
" Lotd, think no more of the rich mechanic Dick-
ins’s daughter.

Lord Tor. Why, their fturdy Citizens may be -
troublefome ; but you fay this young Lady is
coming Wwith Fanny to fee my pictures.

L’Eillet. Oui, my Lor.

Enter Fanny.

Fanny. This way, Mifs Augufta.
Lord Tor. L’Eillet! (winks, exit L'Eillet.y
- well, you have brought your new friend, to fee
my paintings ? B
Fanny. Oh yes, Sir, my Lord I mean, but I
didn’t think you’d be in the way. o
Lord Tor. Don’t let her be alarmed at my pre-
fence. ‘ :
Fanny. Oh true, I'm not to let out you arec a
Lord ? :
Lord Tor. Fanny! I fhould like to have your
pi¢ture here. . '
Fanny. No, my Lord, fure you woudn't?
Lord Tor. And you fhall have mine for a locket.
Fanny. You think me a filly girl, but I know
enough, never to give tokens, or accept prefe%tg,
: ' ut
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but from my papa, and one befides, a certain—
not an old Lord! but a young man. As my
new fong fays, '

AIR— Fanny.

. Laffes all are fimple,
So the wife one’s fay:
Caught by blufh or dimple,
Who is filly pray ? .
The ribﬁand, and the flar,
. One {mile brings on a par,
With ruftic maid, in her ftockings blue:
Squeezing the hand, is the laffes cue. .
For ting, ting, ting, ting,
I can dance, and fing.
(Step Minust.)

1I.

When the boy we fancy
Jolly comes to woo :
Lady gay or Nancy. _
All know what to do.
Tho’ mantling cheek denies,
And language of the eyes,
When the tongue gives you words unkind,
‘Take in her filence the laffes mind.
With our ting, ting, ting,
I can dance and fing. -

-~ (Quick Step.)

Re-enter L'CEILLET.

L’(Eiilet. Here, my Lord, be de beauté Lady.

Fanny. What a monkey you are, I don’t know
what you mean, by making fo much of my go-
vernefs.

Enter AucusTa.

Auguffa. Oh, are you here Fanny, the pictures
Lord Tor.

in that room are fo fafcinating.
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Lord Tor. L'CEillet has good tafte, the’s a love-

ly creature ; (bows) fervant ma’am.

Augufta. Sirl (curtefies)

Eanmy. Mifs! never mind this old gentleman,
he’s only the houfe fteward.

Lord Tor. Old !

Augufta. (looking round) Something in the man-
ner of the beauties at Hampton Court—truc, Tve
been told what he is.

Fanny. What do they fay of my Lord? he, he,
he! fhe’s going to abufe you. (apars)

. Auguffa. Fancy habics, or drawn in their real
charatters ?

Lord Tor. Both, madam, thcy are Ladies that
his Lordfhip’s hcart has at times been devoted to.

Auguft:. And his Lordthip, I prefume, has
flattered himfelf into the idea, that he was at times
in pofleffion of their hearts. (Lord Torrendel bows. )

Fanny. Now, what do you bow for? Mifs wasa’t
fpeaking of you, -Mr. Old Steward.

Augufta. I was told he’s very vain,

Famxy Yes! he’s quite a eonceited figure, and
as grey as a badger—isn’t he, Mr. Old Steward 2
{apart) 1 faid the’d abufe you.

Augufia. What a fweet expreflion in that coun-
tenance | (pointing to a pifture)

Lord Tor. Her lofs, madam, makes a chafm in
his Lordfhip’s heart, never to be filled but by a
face, the lovely emblem of this colleted group of
charms. (bows #o ber) That is Mifs Emily Wood-
bine.

Augufia. My coufin! then am I in the houfe of
her bafe deftroyer! :

Lord Tor. What’s the matter Madam ?

Augufta. Not much, S:r, I'm not very well.

VOL, I. _ Gome,
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Come, Fanny! a ftar! heavens! have I been
talking to

. Lord Tor. Stay, my divine girl!

- Auguffa. My Lord, it ill bacomes my youth
and humble life, to offer admonition, where age
fhould be the monitor of inexperience; and exalt-
ed rank ewly illufirious in virtuous cxamplc The
veil of delicacy drops between my mind and tongue
—1I cannot fay what I think you: but the bitter
reproach will yet reach your heart, when your only -
hope lies in pardon for a bad life, from, perhaps, a

‘100 late repentance. - [Exit,
Fanny. W hat, has my governefa run away! why
‘Mifs! Mifs! [Exit.

Lord Ter. Her words have peirc’d me—but [
"muft have her—the only being worthy te fupply
.the place of my loft Emily, and banifh all other
purfuits from my mind ; from her good fenfe I thall
enjoy rational fociety—-—and from her beauty—yes,
L’Eillet muft finith, what he'has fo well begun.

[Exis.

- Enter Taomas and Rosinson,

Robinfsn. But how can 1 help this crazy Lord’s
getting in.

Thomas. You never ftrove to help it, you’rea
rare porter for a Nobleman | —Walk away from
the Lodge leave the door open, and let people in
that my lord has ordered to be kept out.

. Robinfon. Well, for my part, 1 couldn’t fee
“that any body had a greater right than a child,

:to come into his. fathei’s houfe.

Thomas. A blefled babe this! he treated me
with a bottle of wine juft now, but by the Harry
he made my back day the reckoning.

- Aythur.

—— - © —
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Artbur. (without) Pack of icoundrels !

Thomas. Aye there he is running from room to
room.—What a row we fhall have, I'll keep out
of the fcrape however. - [Exit.

Enter ARTHUR,

Aribur. Prevent a dutiful fon from feeing his
honor’d parent! where’s my father? .

Robdinfon. Why Sir, my Lord is within that’s
certain; I’m the porter, and I'm afraid I fhall
get at the wrong fide of the door, for letting you
in.

Artbur. Indeed! you're not fit for a great man’s
porter—you’re too honeft—when a poor man
comes td his gate, your hand upon the churlifh
key obeys the voice of pity—begone! you fhall
live with me—you fhall be my Almoner, and dif-
tribute my whole roafted oxen, and buts of ale—
vou fhall give away a couple of thoufand a year— -
when I get them—but its dangerous for you to -
know me now. Go. - - [ Exit Robinfon.
Yes, oh by heaven my father fhall fee me, I'll
convince him I’'m a good boy—and I will be his
comfort, and, though he commands me to be
gone, I'll ftay with him to prove my obedience.
What a pity that the omiffion of faying a few
words, before I was born, fhould prevent me from
being lawful heir to this caftle! perhaps the pride
of my father! the darling of the tenants! favour-
ite of the neighbours, and friend to the poor!
now, a wretched outcaft, thunned like a favage,
foe to mankind, and man at enmity with me! no
eftablithment! profeflion! friend, or charatter,’
no gentle word, no complacent imile, every
tongue is the vchicle of coarfe reproach, and

62 every
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every face meets me with a chilling frown. Oh!
my father, where are you? (Jeoks round with
grief) do not fhun me, I'll kreel, till you fpurn
me from ‘you—that face ! (looks at a pifiure) 1t is
my mother. 1 heard of his lordfhip’s gallery of
beauties—quite an exhibition for every ftarer:
but my dear mother fhall no more be difhonour-
ed, by making one in this unhappy colletion—
no, by heavens! her misfortunes fhall be no
longer the topic, for the fneering comments of
vulgarity and ill nature. (/ifts the piﬂure_down)_
Timolin! why don’t you come up? Timolin'!

Enter LorD ToORRENDEL, and L’CEILLET.

Lord Tor. What uproar is this in my houfe ?

L'GEilles. Sacriftie! by dis meeting milor will
find out, I did keep all de money, he did give
me for his fon’s fupport.

Lerd Tor. Have you any bufinefs with me, Sir?2
who are you? '

Artbur. (falls on bis knee, and points to pifiure)
Sir, this was my mother. (Lord Torrendel looks
at both, puts bis bandkerchicf to bis eyes.) '

L’Eillet. Diantre! he is foftened, and I am
ruined—milor, here be Mifs Augufta in ‘de ball

ftill. (apart)

Lord Tor. Begone! (pufbes him.off angrily, walks
Jlowly and then turns) My fon, the child of Emi-
Iy! [Exit in great emotion. -

Arthuy. This our firft interviéw fince my in-
fancy ! my father not to fpeak to me! now where
to turn—I think I have—fome honour but I have
wrong’d the induftrious tradefmen—what muft
they think of me ? —fo fanguine in my hopes !—
all blafted by this father’s cruclty--he is c“t:d,

: thus
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thus to abanden me to the horrers. of contempt,
fhame, and poverty.—Many have been banifhed
their country for what I have done—I deferve it—
it may come to that.—Diftraction! Oh! my fa-
ther, hear, fave me!—no, no, no! he’s deaf to
the voice of nature.—Now the ftorm’s up, and
let it blow me as it will,

Enter TIMOLIN.

Timolin. Well, and you faw your papa? (joy«
fuly) _

Artbur. Take that picture to my lodgings—
farewell father. (Calling off at the fide, turns tender-
Jy to the pifture,) Oh! my mother. (burfts into
rears) [ Exeunt. Timolin with-the picture.

END OF THE SECOND ACT.,
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ACT 1L

SCENE L.
A Street,

Enter Sm Hans Burcess.
. Sir Hans.

CRAM a fine dafhing fellow into their I';rifons
for hats and fhoe-buckles! Sha’n’t. What a
bright model this Arthur for my fon George! yet

" if he had but life and foul to thew it, George is a

compleat and finifh’d pattern for moft of our
young men. I don’t know any one thing that
my boy is not perfe&t mafter of, mufic, dancing;
fencing, languages, a magazine of accomplifh-
meats: fet him to country fports, he excels every
body; he’s as keen as an attorney, has the
courage of a maftiff, generous as the Man of
Rofs! but hang it, all his fhining qualities cloud-
ed by want of ﬁ’)irit to dath! Oh, if I could but
fee him a bold free dafher!

Enter
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Enter Rozin Hoors.

Robin H. Sir, who fhould pafs me Juﬂ now but
the young fquire. :
Sir H. What, my fon George whifk’'d by you
in a phzton ? a chaife and four ? a tandem?

Enter GEORGE Bunczss’.

George, why, what the devil’s this fort of figure?

George. Sir, liow are you? (calmly)

Sir H. Spare no expence for you to ‘appear like
a prince ; give you money to flath in a fhining
tour, to be her¢ and therc, before any body can
tell where you are, and when 1 expe&cd you to
come, tearing up the pavement, in a phaeton as
high as the clouds, over chnckcns, old women,
and pigs, all the people jumping out of the way,
with huzza for the young Squire, here you fneak
into town, limping like a lame Hnghlander onea
march, covered with duft as if you had been danc-
ing in a cannifter of Scatch fouff. ’Sblood, Sir!
what do you mean by this behaviour ?

George. Sir, on my leaving home you gave me
a five hundred pound note, and fix guineas;
there’s your note—I've ftill one pound five and
feven-pence in bank. (touching bis pocket.)

Sir H. Devil's in you and your feven-pence!
I with you were both in the ftocks you pitiful cur,
.Damn me if I havn’t a mind to difinherit you,
and adopt Robin Hoofs. Robin, go to the Rofe
-inn, and befpeak the beft dinner they can pro-
wvide for I and George and the gallant Arthur, if
we can find him. » [ Exit Robin H.

v : George,
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George. Why, Sir, I ama little hungry. (akes

Jomething from bis packet. ) .

Sir H. By the Lord! a fon of mine knawing a
~ cruft in the open ftreet!

George. Sir, as I paid for it at the laft alehoufe
where I fupp’d

Sir H. Supp’d at an alehou{'e

George. Yes, Sir, a neat little place, fign of the
Goat in Boots.

Sir H. And perhaps fome of my friends, in their
coaches. faw you ?

George. Yes, Sir, Lady Becchgrovc, and the
two Mifs Sandfords, drove by in a coach and
four; they didn’t fee me at firft, but I faluted
them.

Sir H. Salute ladies from ;hc Goat in Boots!
Where did your noble honour dine? (ironical)

George. Sat upon the mile-fone this fide Salif-

bury. ~(Sir Hans flares.) Sir, 1 had no eccafion
to fhut myfelf from the open air, as T had a cou- . -

ple of hard eggs in my pocket.

Sir H. And 1 fuppofe you brought falt in your -

pocket ?
George. Yes, Sir, and a penny roll.

Sir H. His penny roll has choak’d me! and -

where did your honour take your bottle? (bows
iromical.)

George Trye, Sir, I ﬂxpp’d off the bank mto
the river, as I was getting a little water in the
brim of my hat.

Sir H. The devil takc them that took you out
again!

George. Father, the walking got me an appetite;
after my repaft, I was neither dry nor hungry; I
drank no wine; but then I was free from an hez;ld-

ache,
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ache, and, without mixing in company, my heart
was chearful. ' :
8ir H. (afide) This gay Arthur will make him
another thing. But Dickins will have the con-
- ftables after him. George, you'll give -me what
information you've picked up in your tour ; how
they manage their machines and lodging houfes;
what they do, and what they don’t do, that I
may know what I ought to do.
" George. Ca'n’t make up that other fix-pence
—oh ! the halfpenny to the boy for opening the
ate ! ' -
8 $ir H. Dem the boy ; come polith yourfelf up
a little, my ward Mifs Augufta Woodbine’s come
from London, and I've a certain reafon for her
thinking well of you. 'If the fhould fee you fo—
(zakes an Bondkerchief, and whifks the duf off )—
ME{uch an appearance, by the Lord feems as eafy
qand' fatisfied, as if dreft for a ball. ~Can nothing
» “*make you afhamed ?
George. Vll take care to do nothing that can
make me afhamed. ' ' '
Sir H. Here’s the Lady—1'll try what effe&
n accidental meeting may-have. Now to know
what they have done with the gay Arthur! [Exs,
George. 1 fear I've loft my clothes brufh.

Enter FANNY.

Fanny. Blefs me! where can fhe be? if fhe
hals run home, and told papa, [ fhall have it in °
ftile. ‘

George. Fanny! how do you do, my love ?

Fanny. My dear George! when did you
come? Lord! I'm fo glad'

George. You look as charming as ever.

* VOL. I. H . - Fanwy, .
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Fapmy. Thank’ye; but, upon my word, you
don’t look fo charming.

George. 1 {hould make myfelf a little decent.

Fanny. Then run home, and change your drefs.

George. Oh, no occafion, I've my clothes-
bruth in my pocket. (retires, brufhing bis coat.)

Enter AuGcusTa.

Fanny. Oh! governefs, I've been running
about after vou. : : .

Augufta. " What could induce you to bring me
into Lord Torrendel’s houfe? fure you know
that he is a very dangerous charatter.

Fanny. Lord, its no fuch thing, who could

have told you that? his Lordfhip has no more
pride! he’s not atham’d at making one in a game .
of romps, even with his own fervant maids.
. Auguffa. Ah, Fanny, when our fuperiors -of
the other fex condefcend to affability, inftead of
exalting, it is'for the purpofe of degrading us to
a ftate of the moft pitiable humiliation.

Fanny. Now don’t be angry with me, I'll in-
troduce you to-: ' R

J

GEORG E—advances.

Augufta, Oh, no more of your introduétions,
ray. o ‘
P,Fa;my. I will, tho™; Mifs Augufta, this is—
Augufia. A Mr. young Steward, I fuppofe.
Fanny. Ha, ha, ha! George you don’t know
what we're laughing at'—(apart) Mifs, don’t go
tell him that I play at fhuttlecock with my Lord
in the great gallery.
Augufia. A pieee of his lordfhip’s condefcenfion
. I didn’t

\
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I didn’t know before, My guardian’s fon, I pre-
fume. - .

George. The defcription of Mifs Augufta Wood-
bine falls fhort of what I have the happinefs to
behold. (bows) .

Fanny. There I told you he was a fmart fellow
fometimes. Come, George, you fhall be our
chaperon about the town, but you are an odd-
looking beau.

George. I’ll attend you on your rambles—Ma-
dam—Fanny will you honour my arm.

(Fanny takes kis arm.

Enter ARTHUR,

Artbur. Ha! odds. . Madam, my arm is at
your fervice. (to Augufia.) -

Augufia. Do you know this Gentleman? (7o
Famny.} - , ;

<. Enter @ Man with frust.

Famny. Lord, true, this is Aflembly night.
Man. Gentlemen, treat the Ladies.
George. The Ladies don’t want—fhall we
walk ? '

Arthur. Quite a houndl 'ha! neflarines {0 ear-
ly! Madam. (offering fruit.)

Man. Six are a guinea.

drthur. There | (gives money.)

Augufta. Oh! Sir, by no means.
- George. Mifs, an apple—Fanny ! (offering)

Arthur. Thefe are Angels, not Eves, to be
tempted by yonr paltry pippins. (kwocks them
abous.)

George. Sir, whatd

'ye mean? (angry) )
H2 , Enter



52 LIFE’s VAGARIES;

Enter a Woman and Child.

Woman. Good Gentlemen and Ladies, I've a

fick hufband lying in prifon.

George. For debt? whatis'it? (aparz)

Woman. Above eighteen fhillings. .

George. (loud) Pray go—don’t teize pe0p]e 3
their diftrefs is only the confequence of idlenefs.
I'd never encourage beggars — there, go—(gm::
money apart.). plagumg one, .

Woman. Sir, 1t’s a guinea !

George. Well, don’t' trouble one now. (loud)
Get your. hufband out of prifon, and comfort
your child. (apart ; fings carelefsly, and puts them o )

Augufia. What'’s this?

Fanny. Blefs you, governefs, he is always do-
ing thefe kind of things.  He’d grudge himfelf a
ﬂenny cheefecake, yet maintains and clothes

alf the poor round ; he’s king of a fmall ifland
near his father’s feat, who is fuch a ftingy old
curmudgeon.

Arthur. What a pmful fcoundrel am I. My
guinea neftarines, and little penny-worth . of
pippins, with the benevolent heart ofy a god! :Sir,

- if I dare beg the honour of your acquamtance—
I haven’t a card, but I'm over at

George. Sir, I'll putidown your addrefs ; (fakes
out his pencil) points broke (takes out pem-knife)
cutting it away—waftesw—(puts up bot&) Oh, Sir,
I'l} remember.

Fanny. What fignifies vour bowmg there?
come and pay fome attention to me.

s Arthur. (looking at Augwfta.) How charming!
~what a block am I, talking half an hour to a
~ lady, and mever laok. at-her!

Augufia.
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~ Augufa. Fanny, we muft be walking towards
your papa’s.

. Fanny. But you hav'n’t feen our ball-room
ere. . \

Arthur. Ball-room! Ladies, do you know I'm
a moft capital dancing-mafter? harkye, my
worthy friend, a word.

George. Oh! Sir, as many as you “pleafe.

, : [ Exeunt.

Fanny. Lord! that rattle there has dragged
George up into the Affembly-room ; I hope its
pot to fight—if he goes to fight, George will
kill him. (& fidd/e keard above.) That’she! [know
his fweet little finger.

Auguffa. What an aftonithing refemblance !
Fanny, did you ever fee any likenefs of this
firange gentleman? :

Fanny. Ah| the image of Mifs Woodbine’s
pi¢ture! its Lord Torrendel’s great boy.

Auguffa. The negle€ied fon of my unhappy
coufin !

Enter TimoLIN.

Timoelin. To drive him in forrow from his

doors! my poor mafter now is funk in grief and
woe. ,
Arthur. (without) Bravol (emters finging) La-
dies, ’pon my word, my friend is an excellent
ftick ; his refpefts to you, Mifs, and my moft
humble adoration to you,-Madam, we’ll have a
little dance above.

Augufia. ©Oh, Sir! no, no! come Fanny. -
" Famy. Lud! it would be fine fun, governefs
don’t you fee how cloudy it gets; I’'m fure there
will be a fhower, and if I walk thro’ the rain, you,
as my governefs, ought to be.very angry wij;h }Enc.
R ’ ' rtbur.
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Artbur, Fye, Ma’am, wou'd you fpoil your

drefs ? we fhall have a dathing fhower. - -~ =
L " [Fanny bolds otit ber band,

Augufta. No, indeed! come Fanny. = - *

Arthur. You, Sir, where’s my mother?

" Timolin. With your father, ' I left the piure
in the porter’s lodge; for the Frenchman has
turn’d away the porter for letting you in.

Arthur. Go back, and bring it to my lodgings,
or I’ll maffacre you. (& fiddle beard without) we'll
be with you, boy. - o :

Fanny. But, Sir, as that young man ‘plays,
where’s my partner ? \ ' o

Arthur. VIl whiflle, fing, and dance, all' in 2
breath. (puts an arm round each, and runs in.)

Timolin. (whifiles) A pity that Chriftians hav’n’t
a laughing and crying fide to their faces; for in a
comfortable fit of (orrow, up ftarts fomething to
give us an he, he, he! and when the mouth’s
opened for a grin, up goes the finger in the eye
with an ho, ho, ho !—but my face muft take the
humour and fortunes of my mafter; in the road of
life the fmall muft follow the great, and that’s the
reafon the big coach-wheel runs afier the little
one. '- . - [ Exit.

 SCENE IL
* The I

Enter LANDLADY, introducing LaDY TORRENDEL,
and Miss CLARE.

Landlady. Won’t you pleafe to reft, Ma’am?
JLady Tor. 1 thank you, but fo long fhut vp in
. a
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a carriage, one fhould reft walking, Mifs Clare,

will you be fo kind as to atk the footman if I've

left my memorandum-book in the coach? (ex:t
Mifs Clare) Some handfome tquipages about
here! have you many gentry in the town?

Landlady. Oh, yes Ma’am, we've a Lord, and
Kaoight, and a power of Squires.

* Re-enter Miss CLARE.

 Mifs Clare. Here, Ma’am, is the book.

Lady Tor. Oh! I thank you. :
" Landlady. 'l haften the horfes. [Exiz.

Lady Tor. My Lord had a feat in this part of
the country, and I think a banking agent of his
lives #n this town, (Jooks in the book) Mr. Dickins,
yes, very true. ' :

My' - Clare. This feems a charming place, my
Lady . .. v

Ii):afy For. It is! I with my Lord hadn’t part-
ed with it! the caftle and its delightful environs
were. the tranquil fcenes of my moft happy
hours! after marriage our firft years were pafs’d
here, and tho’ there was title on his fide, and
great wealth on mine, yet ours was fot a match
of fathion! neither ambition on my part, or (I
think) avarice on his; very young to be fure,
but then I was a little philofopher, tho’ bred in
the full brilliant certainty of.every dazzling joy
that riches cou’d’ beftow, yet my fight was
proof againft the glare of fplendor.. My Lord -
was gay, accomplifh’d, and the generolity of a
youthful mind repell'd all idea of advantage ip
our union.

Mifs Clare. Ah, Madam! any Geotleman muft
think, himfelf poflefs’d of every advantage in a

Lédy

- pnion with your Lady/hip,
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exit confufed. Enter Mifs Clare; picks them up and
prefents.) A

" Lady Tor. (opening one) Separate himfelf from
me by fuch a complicated feries of invention,
and by fallacious accounts of his ill-health, keep
me in perpetual uneafinefs! cruel man! make
me believe he had fold his eftate here, yet re-
tain it only for the bafe purpofe of converting a
fpot (that brings to my mind the fweet recollec-
tion of delight, and innocence) into a contami-
nated retreat for licentious, guilty, fordid plea-
fures! you charg’d the coachman not to mention
who 1am? but I fear that now is too late. '

Mifs Clare. No, Ma’am, for his own difcre-
tion fuggefted the neceflity of that, before I men-
tioned it tohim.

Lady Tor. Do you think too, if the people of
this houfe know it, I can engage them to keep.
my arrival a fecret.

Mifs Clare. The woman promifes that; for tho’
- my Lord fpends fo much money, he’s no fa-
vourite in the town, from the knowledge of his
ill ufage to your Ladyfhip.

. Lady Tor. 1 wou’dn’t have him defpifed; but

how to gain full and certain proofs ? to put be-

iond? all doubt his. motive for fecreting himfelf
ere _ _

_Mifs Clare. So far I have taken the liberty of
anticipating your Ladyfhip’s wifh. I have afk’d
Martha ' -

Lady Tor. My good friend ! a thoufand thanks!

I'm charm’d with your zeal. Yes, it is my with;

~ what! Martha will convey me privately into the

Caftle? delightful! I think none of his fervants

~ know me here, but his French Secretary. Write

- to me by a fervant ! net open my Letters k' 1:in!-
in
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kind ! ungrateful! but then, to fteal upon him,
iv's a fevere trial—I’m faint | but I muft fummon
fortitude! they’ll fee I’'ve been weeping ; come—

[Exeunt.

SCENE III:

4 Parlour in Dickins’s: large Books lying on the
_ table.

Enter Joun and TRADESMEN.

Fobn. Step in, only ftop a moment, my maf-
ter will be in direétly, and take all your infor-
mations. You know I can do nothing in it.

Exit.

it Man. The' young Gentleman is tholt:zght-

lefs and wild, but I believe’s there not much
barm in him.

2d Man. 1 don’t think I can find in my heart
lti(} profecute, if the affair is likely to affect his

e : ‘ :

3d Man. He’s but a bad onel fear, yet I'd
not hang a man for all the boots I’'m worth.

Enter Dickins.

Dick. So, the Lady has got into the Caftle.
the’ll trim his gay lordfhip—yes, the has ftole a
march upon him—he fha’n’t hear of it from me.
Oh what curtain leétures, perhaps a divorce,

- then" maybe he’ll marry my Fanny. (afide) A
pretty bufinefs this young buck— :

2d Man. 1f he can raife the money to pay me
I don’t with to hurt him.

' Digk.



6o LIFE’s VAGARIES;

Dick. Pay you, oh! Ifhall lofe my fees! (2/ide)
You felfith mzn, would you compound a felony ;
Some revenge upon the father, to have the great
family-name of D’Aumerle down in a Mittimus.

.Enter CONSTABLE.

Fellow, where’s your pris’ner ?

Conf. Pleafe your worfhip, he be dauncing— .
he defired me to gi’ you this bit of paper.

Dick. 1 fend you for a thief, and you bring
me a bit of papcr!—he be dauncing! (reads)
« Lord Arthur D’ Aumerle’s compliments to Juf-
tice Dickins, is now engaged with fome Ladies,
but after another dance will wait upon”—dance!

Conft. Yez, there bes young Squire Burgefs
got fiddling, and Mifs Fanny, they he jigging it
up rarely..

Dick. My daughter! is this the firft leffon
from her new Governefs! but you ftupid fcoun- .
drel, I fuppofe you took a bribe.

Conff. Noa, Sir, I only took Half-a-crown.

Dick. How dare you, only a Conftable, med-
dle with the Juftice’s bufinels. A natorious of-
fender ; charged with crimes of life and death!
he come! no! he’ll abfcond—we fha’n’t fee him
in a hurry.

Arthur. (without) 1 want the Juftice!

Dick. Why, that’s he, but you find no Juftice
here (afid¢) 1 muft examine the culprit in form ;
you, firrah! John, what are you about in the
thop, when I want you in my office? weighing
raifins and pepper; down with the fcales' and
balance, and bring my great books, and my
ink-fland, aye! and I'll take my chocolate here.

- (Cba-'
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(Cbocolate, &c. brought in; Dickins places books, puts
on wzg, and fits. 1 Exit Colg/}able ~

Enter ARTHUR. .

Arthur. I've fipith’d our Coranto in a quick
flep, and, with a kifs hand to .the Ladies, have
flown to receive your commands.

Dick. (afide) Now, is this folly, impudence,
courage, or generofity ?

Arthur. Upon the information of the butterd
muffins, Juftice Dickins, I prefumem——(/its on
the table, and eats.)

Dick. Sir, upon the information of the Conf-
table, a great rogue I prefume—but ’pon honor
I didn’t expeét you.

Artbur. Oh! then Sir, your moft obedient!
(going) :

Dick. Stop! ftop ! is this the man that took
your goods ¢

Tradefman. Yes !

Dick. Enough! write his mittimus—you all
profecute; what’s your name Mr. -

Artbur, Lord Arthur D’Aumerle.

Dick. Alias Duke of Dunftable, alias Captain, -
alias Major,

Arthyr. Was my father ftill in the army, I'd
have enlitted a common foldier in his own regi-
ment—then the world might have faid, therc’s
Lord Torrendel’s fon carrying a knapfack—but
now let it {ay, a parent fuflers his child to lie in
prifon for the neceflaries of life. Ca)u’dn’t you
carry me to gaol by the caftle?

Dick. Conftable, you have my authority, take
him.

Enter
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 Enter S1r Hans.®

Sir H. No man in England fhall take him.

My prince of bold aétions, what are they going

to do with you?

Dick. Conduét him to prifon!
 Sir H. I'll bail him.

Arthur. Pray be quiet, Sir.

Sir H. 1 wo’n’t de quiet, Sir.

Dick. But, here’s an aflault and battery—muft
be bound over to keep the peace for a year and
a quarter—no, a year and a day.

Sir H. I'll anfwer for him! aye, two thoufand
pounds! there’s my name; fill up the inftru-

ment. (/figns)
Dick. Oh! very well: he’ll fave his neck, and

- yowll lofe your monéy—let him out now, and

catch him again if you can. .
. Arthar. Does your little rafcally Toul conceive
I’d let a friend fuffer for an act of benevolence,
and to myfelf? No! human laws may punith
other crimes ; but, let the hotteft bolt of hea-

* ven ftrike ingratitude.

‘Timolin, (without) Sweet Mr. Con{lable, ’pon

4 my falvation I didn’t—

Re-enter CoNSTABLE, with TiMOLIN (prifoner).

Confi. Meafter, here be’s an accomplith.
Timolin. I'm not accomplifh’d, P'm quite a bog
trotter. (crying)
Conf2. The picture that was robb’d out of-
Dickins. What, you found it upon him ?
Const. Upon his very head.
" Dick. You notorious criminal!

Timolin.




OR, THE NEGLECTED SON. - . 63

Timolin. My mafter to be jumping about with
Ladies, and leave me oh! my dear Sir
(runs to Artbur. Tradefmen whifper. Timolin,
pointing to Sir Hans) did he! then plife youry
honour; will you be bound bail for me too?

Sir H. For you! pardon me.

Timolin. No, Sir! alk them to pardon me.

Enter GEORGE.

George. Mr. Dickins, I’m making up a fmall
fum,—there was change coming to me yefterday
when 1 bought the half-pound of Six-fhilling
Souchong, I’ll thank you for it, it was nine-
pence.

Dick. Confound your nine-pence, Sir, come .
into Court for your nine-pence.

Sir H. And burn your Souchong.

Arthur. Come, Come, my fuper-excellent
friends, you fhould know each other—I have
not the honor of knowing your name, Sir, but
give me leave to introduce you to Sir Hans Bur-
gefs, an exceeding worthy Gentleman, who has
a fon, a mean fpirited young foaken fot that gets
tipfey with water ,and dines on bread and cheefe
at the Goat in Boots.—Sir. Hans, this s Mr..-—

however, he has a foul to relieve poor Debtors '

out of prifon, yet has a father, the very devil of
an ¢ old avaricious Curmudgeon.”

George. Now, Sir, Give me leave to introduce
my father,—( l{)‘oimiﬂg to Sir Hans)

Sir H, My Lord, My Son, ( prefenting George)
 Artbur. Eh! (furprifed and confufed ;

George. Oh, my triend, where’s the fine picture
I faw on your head, (to Timolin.) .

Dick. There he faw it on his head,—Swear it.

t0.George)
(. & Sir H,

!
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Sir H. Get along you rafcal, an Informer too.
(pufbes him of.) ' '
~ Dick. Take away your prifoner,
Arthur. T'll bail my fervant, ‘
Dick. You! a rare fhadow! ah! friend, I
know you. Thanks to the noble Lord Torren-
~ del’s gallantries, we’ve twenty fuck Lords cut-
. ting cabbages, and drudging for cyfters, down
at Sandgate Ifland---but becaufe your mother
‘had a pretty face, a great fortune, and no vir-
tuc
Arthur. Throw a refleCtion on my honour’d
parent ! defame the facred memory of the dead
—the only univerfal epitaph fhould be—obli-
vion to the frailties of humanity —I'll murder
him, by heavens! )
_Timolin. No occafion to f{wear, you’ve faid it,
and you’ll do it. .
Sir H. Hold!' the devil’s in you; break the
peace, and I lofe my two thoufand pounds.
Arthur. True, my dear friend.---oh! I burn
with fury---but your Worfhip’s wig can’t fwear
a battery. (twirls i) There’s Burn’s Juftice,
Blackfone, and Coke upon Littleton. (knocks
books about) Come along, Timolin,
Timolin. Mafter, ftay for me---take me:--
Sir H. Oh! what a bright model for my fon
George! '

‘[Exeunt all, Conflable with Timolin.

END OF ACT THE THIRD,
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ACT 1V.

———*——;—-—-ﬂ

SCENE L

An antique Room in LorD TORRENDEL’S

Enter CoNSTABLE, and L’CEILLET, pufbing in T1-
. MOLIN.

. LCErLLET.

THERE, you ftay faft, coquin! fuch audace---
of robbery, take furniture and pictures out of
my Lor’s houfe!

Timolin, ’'m more guilty than my Mafter, as -

the receiver is worfe than the thief.

Conft. Who is your mafter, the receiver?
fpeak !

Timolin. Friend, you may take me for a robber,
if you will; but you fhan’t prove me an in-
former, becaufe I've a regard for my charadter.

L'Eiller. Stay there till we find Mr. Dickin,
de juftice,to fend you to jail; be merry with
that table and chair; forry to difgrace---make 3 .

volL. I. K browp
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brown bear of my chamber—-there fit and fing
—¢ de charge is prepared, de lawyers are met.”
C (Exit finging.
Timolin. 1 wifh they had crammed me intoa
jail at once, and not thruft me jnto this difmal
top of a caftle. Oh did my poor mother ever
think that, before I died, I fhould get myfelf
hanged for a thief? Lord Arthur! Lord Ar-
thur! unlucky was the day that Mr, Felix Ti-
molin hired to be yourfervant man. (loks ar
the table) Here's letters and papers, fcribble fcrab-
ble, eh! why, thisis my Lord’s own hand I re-
member it by one of his Franks— To Monfieur
L’CEillet.” What does he write to his fervants;
but what’s all this to me; no way to get out of
window, may be in this clofet. [Retires.

Enter at a private door, Lapy TORRENDEL, and
' MaRrRTHA,

Martha. (furprifed) Why, I vow my Lady, this
is the valet’s room, and none of us ever knew
this door to it. - . .

Lady Tor. 1 think, Martha, I remember the
caftle better than you, who have lived in it fo
long. Out of that door there’s a ftair-cafe to
my Lord’s drefling-room, where I’ll wait till he
comes in. I'd with to know a little more before
I1fee him. Rather mean this lurking about and
tampering with fervants—but no hope of re-

" claiming him, except he’s certain I know what
then will be out of his power to deny. ‘(afide) -
My Lord rode out you fay ; feemed difcompofed ?
well, not a word that I’m here,—(Exit Martha)
this houfe feems ail wild, no regularity, peace,
or-the comforts of a home, but the 'gratiﬁcationf

. ‘ o
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of paflions which reafon and nature now fhould
{fubdue, reconciles him to inquietude, meannefs,
and difthonour. So, this room now belongs to
his vile agent ! it was formerly put to a better
purpofe—this is the very room that I converted
into a {chool for the poor infant ruftics. Here the
:young mind was trained to virtue and induftry
~here now, are, perhaps, plans laid to corrupt
and deftroy the fweet rofe of innocence! Eh,
who’s here!

Re-enter TimoLIN.

Timolin. Na, looks into a deep court. Oh,
I'm very high up, they’ve double locked the
door.. (¢rying it) Oh dear! oh dear! (fts)

Lady Tor. Dos’'nt feem one of the family!
(afide) SR
Timolin. This letter, from my Lord to Mon- -

fieur, Pve a firong curiofity to fee. -

Lady Tor. How! as I’m here on a voyage of
difcovery, the fight of that might prepare me

~ better for this dreaded interview with my Lord.
(afide) ‘

Timolin. It’s ungenerous to look into another
man’s letter, only I’d like to fee the taftieft mode
of writing. I'm told its not the fathion now to
crofs the t’s, and put little tittles on thei’s; no
harm to fee that fure—(reads) ¢ The fight of
this boy has troubled me exceedingly !”—Boy !
oh, that’s my mafter; (reading) ° Probably, I
fban’t be home before evening, but if you can
contrive to get Augufta into your power, the
better. She may be brought down to Sandgate
ifland’’—Oh, here’s villany | here’s villany !

K2 Lady
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Lady Tor. {afide) Some poor intended victim? .
My coming at fuch a_time is highly fortunate.
Timolin (veads). ¢ Pray have an eye upon
that Arthur’s ill-looking Irilhman”—Oh, that
crowns his rogueries—* No harm to kccp Au-
gufta under lock and key.” Pl keep this proof
of their wickednefs, and if they talk of hanging
“me for a bit of an old pi¢ture, T'll bring it out.
to their thabby red faces—ill looking Irithnran.
(fees Lady Ter.) What! then they have locked
you up? you molt unhappy beautiful foul.

Lady Tor. He takes me for the prefent obje&
of purfuit! by giving into this miftake, I may
difcover fome more of my hufband’s atchieve-
ments. (afide) Are you his Lordthip’s emnﬂ'ary?

Timdlin. 1, Mifs! T defpife fuch domfgs

Lady Tor. 1 bcheve it; your face fpeaks ho-
nefty.

- Timolin, Then it fpeaks truth, and the devxl
h:mfelf fhan’t make it tell a lie.

Lady Tor. But, who are you? '

Timolin. My mafter is his Lordfhip’s fon that’s
at this inftant fhifting about, and can’t get a beef-
fteak without venturing his neck for it.

Lady Tor. True—Martha told me of this un-
happy deftitute youth-~Oh, hufband! falfe to
me, and unnaturally cruel to the offspring of
your follies,

Timolin. Mifs, Pll"iffure you, Lord Arthuris
as bravea little boy—

Lady Tor. And bears his forlorn ftate with
meeknefs and refignation ?

Timolin. Oh yes, Mifs, he’s as meek and gene
tle—ah, hem!

Lady Tor. (afide). Poor youth, he has a fan
ther, and yet an orphan! Then he thall find a

friend

v 11
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friend in°'me—though not mine, he bélongs to
the-man 1 fill love ! but to continue this decep-
tién—cou’d you contrive any means for me to
fly this manfion of thame and ruin? (2 noife with-
o) .
" Timokn. Offer to touch her, and, by the
mighty powers of heaven, I'll flay you. (fnatches
up @ chair). :

'Lady Tor. Ah! (runs in. The door burft vpen.)

. Enter ARTHUR.

Artbur. Suffer me to perifh, and imprifon my
faithful fquire for his attachment! Put your
arms' a-kimbo, firrah, fump down thofe great
ftairs with your hat on, and let me fee who dares
fquint at you——Oh!.that lovely divine Au-
gufta! . - i

Timelin. What! then you've feen her, Sir—
(winks, and points off where Lady Torrendel went.)

Arthur. What do you ftand winking and
making faces there, firrah ? come out,

" Timolin. But there’s fomebody -elfe lock'd up.
- Arthur. Kick up your-legs boldly, no matter
whofe thins are in the way.

Timolin. But, Sir— .
- drtbur. By'r leave: there for Mr. Timolin,

. [Exeunt.

[N

SCENE IL
A Street.
' Enter Sir Hans, and GEORGE.
Sir. H. Aye! and well George? (joyful) -
~ George

v
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George. We had a dance, Sir.. -

. Sir'H, As if he bad faid we had a funeral.
’Sblood.! man, fay—we had a dance. (capers)
. Arthur was mafter of the ceremonies—you
fhuffled it away ? eh, boy? »

George. Yes, Sir, I was’nt afraid to fhuffle, for
Thad my thick walking fhoes on. .

Sir H. Shoes! affes’ hoofs! 1 believe they’re
half an inch thick. ’ y \

George. Sir, they’re near an inch. (gfide) | muft
fee if the poor woman has releafed her hufband.

Sir H. George, then *twas you rafp’d up the
fiddle for them ?

George. Yes, Sir, fo we had no fiddler to pay.

Sir H. Pfha! I’'d hire Handel's anniverfary
band to fee you. dance the Cameronian Rant
with Augufta. This fcheme of leaving her at
large wo’nt do—the’ll be fnapt up. Gad, yon-
der the is—I muft clench this bufinefs. Why
do you put on that difmal look, firrah ?

George. 1 was thinking, father, of the cruelty
in keeping people in prifon for fmall debts above
a twelvemonth however ; liberty’s fo fweet,
they’d purchafe itif in their power, if not, hard
to punifh a man for only being unfortunate.

Sir H. Here comes Mifs Augufta, Devil’s.in
your thick foal’d thoes! A '

. Enter Avcusta, and Faxny.

Augufta. That man certainly whifpered fome-
thing difagreeable that caufed the abrupt depar-
ture of Lord Arthur.

‘Fanny. Dear no, he’s a very civil foul, why
’twas papa’s conftable. ~Oh if here is’nt George.

Sir H. Your waiftcoat’s buttoned all crooked

. ~—no
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~—no powder in your hair—by the lord ! you look
Yike the duftman.  (apart) Well Mifs, how do
you like your new fituation ?—ftop, I want to
fpeak to you. o

Fanny. Stop, he wants to fpeak to us—how do
you do, George 2 :

Sir H. Ha! very free with George! (afide)
Mifs Woodbine, I’ve your good at heart. Your
uncle’s whim, in taking his fortune from you,
makes you an objeét of compaflion.

Augufie. Many would rather be an obje&® of
envy—but, to my thinking, an humble ftate is
preferable to affluence, built upon the ruins of
unmerited adverfity. '

Sir H. (afide) Made for each other! George,
to her in her own way—out with your :.and-
kerchief, and cry for the poor debtors. (7parf)
My fon; Mifs is fo happy to fee—to be with
you— ‘ L '

Fanny. Happy to ‘fee'her ? but I’m fure its no
fuch thing. . '

Sir H. He exprefled great joy at your coming
fo opportunely: : '

George. Opportunely indeed! (looking at bis
Socking) Mifs, could you lend me a needle and
thread ? : ‘

8 H. Go along, fortune! I'll - bind you ap-
prentice to a taylor.

* Augufta. You’re happy, Sir,in having a fon of
fo much frugality for his years.

$#r H. Frugal ma’am! he’s the molt extrava-
gant— -

Fanny. 1 fee now he only wants them to like
each other ; I muft prevent this.

Sir H. Why, look now, with his coat over
‘his

v
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his knuckles; he has on lace ruffles at three gui-
neas a pair. Pull down your ruffles. (pulls
George's wriftbands down) by the lord! he has got
into a hopfack. 'What have you done with all
the fine linen and lace I fent you?

George. The lace was too fine for ufe—but
the Holland made foft child-bed linen for a
poor curate's wife.

Sir H. Yes, madam, the bifhop’s lady was the
good woman in the firaw. He is very frolick-
~fome—it’s a fhame for you te be fuch a buck.

Fanny. Mifs, George is no buck! he’s a mere
milk fop, an’t you George?

Sir H. Get away you little devil, who wants
your prate. (apart) Mifs, we’ll conceal your lofs of
fortune from my fon—he’s fo proud—fee how he
throws his head about. (apart) George, with Au-
gufta’s cath, you can do fuch pretty charities! Son,
this lady is worth on¢ hundred thoufand pounds.

. Fanny. George, fhe’s only my governefs, and
as poor—borrowed five fhillings from me juft
now to releafe her box from the waggon—fay
youdid. (apart to Augufia)

Sir H. Get along you little bufy thing. (apart
to Fanny) You know, ma’am, you 'Te an lmmcnfc
fortune.

Augufia. Sir, I am neither ambmous of com-
paffion or ridicule.

- 8ir H. George, never mind—the’s very nch

Augufta. Oh no, Sir!

Sir H. Madam, you’re a Jew.

Fanny. My governefs is not a Jew, fhe has
more religon than the bifhop.

Sir H. The deviPs in me, if 1 don’t-make
your father pull your ears! Mifs, my fon has

a moft
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a2 moft liberal mind, a foul of magmﬁcent extra.
vagance.

George. Madam, my father is only Jeﬁing
Fanny. True, George, now that’s very good,
of you, Sir Hans is always making his fun of

¢very body.

Sir H. Overthrowing my wbole fcheme.
(afide) Hop home you little magpie! (to Fanny)

George. Madam, be affured, I ¢fteem ceconomy
the firft virtue.

Sir H. Then the devil's in you both! but it’s
you, you prating monkey, has doneit all; you,
you rafcal, with your ceconomy and affes’ hoofs,
truff dOWn to Sampthire Hall; and you, Mifs,
ftalk with your poverty to Mr. Dickins, the
banker’s. -

Gearge Madam, your humble fervant! (bows
and exit)

Sir H. Civil fcoundrel! fome mad gander will
tuck her and her fortune under his wing, and fly
off to' Gretna Green,

' Fanny. George fent' down to the rocks, oh!
oh! thenI know where {fomebody will go. (4fide)
Sir Hans, your moft obedient, good morning to
you, 8ir ! (curtfys and exit)

Sir H. Oh very polite Ma'am, but I wifh you
had dropt your curtfy half an hour ago.

Augufia. (looking out) The forlorn thovghtlefs
Arthm‘ ! Sir, tell me—is Mifs Woodbine’s fon my
uncle’s-heir? then why not inftantly extricate
him, from the embarrafling perplexities that muft
end in his deftruction.

Sir H. What fon ? (loeking out) The gay Ar-
thur! true, Lord Torrendel’s; (afide) oh oh! I
fufpe¢t there’s love here—this was her dancing

VOL. I. A partner
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partner. My dear, as to affeCtion-and all that,
this Arthur,—— ’ \

Augufta. Sir, I am only interefted for him, on
account of my coufin Woodbine. '

Sir H. Right! for his heart is engaged to a
girl—he told me all over a glafs of hock. (Augu/ta
agitated) (afide) Yes! fhe likes him—then, in

~ one word, Mifs Augufta, my dear, I'll not part.
with you, till I fee you and my fon fairly cou-
led.
P Artbur. (without) Sir Hans ! (enters)

Sir H. Yes, Sir! paft three. (exit with Au
gufia)

Arthur, Paft three! Don’t much like his
avoiding me, and taking the lady. His bail-
bond may keep me from limbo—but muftn’t roh
me of paradife either. .

. N
Enter TimoLIN.

Run, firrah, after Mifs Augufta, and

Timolin. Back again to your father’s ?

Arthur. You will perfift, we left Augufta there;
(tears a leaf from bis pocket-book, and writes with
pencil) if 1can but obtain the love of this charm.
ing girl, the’s fo beautiful, elegant—but then,
very modeft ; I muft engage her affections—Ti-
molin, run with this letter,

Timolin. With what ? : -

Arthur. Stop to alk queftions with your hows
and whats—run,_take this letter to the young
lady. - .

Timolin. Tl give no letters to ladies. Do you- .

want, Sir, to carry on your father’s profligate
rigmarols? but you don’t make a French Moun-
‘ ' feer

L d

—_—
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feer of me—for the fpirit of Mr. Timolin is a peg
above that, I affure you. -

Arthur. Walk back, if you pleafe, into Cattle

uod.

Timolin. Then ’pon my word, I won’t,

Arthur. How! do you objeét to go into prifon
when I defire you? begone! I difcharge you.

Timolin. Oh! Sir, I difcharge myfelf, and
there’s a receipt for my wages. (fnaps bis _fingers)
I’d hazard my life, to procure you what you
might again repay—but, helping you to take the
innocence you can never return, is beneath the
foul of Mr. Felix Timolin. : (Exit

Arthur. I’veloft him. Ihad no conception of
this mighty Irith honour of his brave foul. He
has had moral, from his ruftic parent in his mud
cabin ; but, I never knew a father’s kind precept
aor good example.

Enter CoacHMAN, furveys ARTHUR at a difiance.

What does this fellow eye me for.
Coacbhman. My lady fent me to know his per-
fon—yes! that’s he, very well. [Exit.
drtbur. You’re no Coachman, my friend,
you’re a bailiff—~they take all difguifes. [Exiz.

SCENE IIL
A4 Pi7a1k near Lord Torren.del’s

Enter L’CEILLET. |
L’Eillet. To divert mi Lor from de thougb;
. C o
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- of dis tapageur fon of his, I muft get off Mifs Au-

gufta for him ; but, to fee more of this letter
of inftru@ipn, ( {ealin bis pockets) eh! oh! I
have left it on the table in my room—Thomas
have borrow Sir Hans’s livery to carry her ftham
meflage; but if dere be danger, we yet want
fome ftrong, able, defperate—

Enter TimoLIN, melancholy.

Timolin. 1 couldbe contented with one dinner
in three days, becaufe it’s a thing I've practis’d
,with fome fuccefs—but, my poor dear mafter—
L:Eillet. Oh! you be got out, where I did lock
ou ' . : '
Timolin. Here, lock me up again; for now
I’ve loft my mafter, I don’t care where I am.

. L:(Ziilet. 1 {uppofe you be not avercharg’d vid
money, and I take it you be fripon—in your cha-
racter, roguery be the leading feature. '

Timolin. 1 judge that your nofe is your lead-
ing feature—fo I take it. (advancing) 1, a rogue!
produce a proof that I'm one. :

L(Eillet. Here be a firling proof. (/bews money.)

Timolin. So, becaufe you've money, you've a
‘right to call a poor man out of his name.

L:(Eillet. (gives it) Deré now, call me out of
my name. . ‘

Timolin, (looking at if) Then, yowre an ho-
neft man and a genteel noble lad. If I can find
my lord, this will carry us back to town. (going)

L'illet. Arreté! dat is for fervice you will
do me. (looking out) Milor! go! dat footman

-vill tell you vat it .be. Befides, more reward, if
you fhould be taken up again for little peccadil-
loz, milor’s intereft vill releafe you, Allez!

Tit=
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Timelin, Paid for doing good before hand!
I've gold and a clear conicience, two compa-
nions that are feldom together now a day’s.

[Exit. -

Enter Lorp TORRENDEL.

Lord Tor. That fellow of Arthur’s ftill lurking
about here! \

L'Eillet. Arthur’s fervant! pefte! quelle bal-

- lourdife! I have made fine confidante in my
Lor’s fcheme. (afide)
" Lord Tor. 1 hope you havnt let this affair go
further than thofe already concerned ?

L'Eillet. Oh! no, my Lord! if he knew I had
employed this Irithman, I am undong. (afide)

Lord Tor. Youwve warned the porter how he
admits them again? = ‘

L'Eillet. Ah, my Lor, he vill find hard to
admit himfelf. ,

Lord Ter. Lo(Eillet, Pve improved upon your
plan. Thomas’s being in Sir Hang’s livery may
not be fufficient to perfuade Augufta, that the
is really fet for by him—now if you could bor-
row Sir Hans’s poft chaife, that would effectually
remove fufpicion—make any excufe, he’ll be glad
to oblige me. .

LEillet, Here I go for Sir Hans’s coach to
carry off Mifs Augutta, and have fet Thomas and
.de Irithman to take her off vid horfes. (afide)

Lord Tor. Why, you don’t feem over hearty
in the caufe now?

L'&Eilfet. ORh! I'm devote to your Lorfhip’s
fervice.

" Lord
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Lord Tor. Once wheedled into the carriage, 2
pretext is foon found to get her to Sandgate
Ifland.

L:Eillet. Ah! mais ceft que ceft-excellent ca!

Lord Tor. About it now—1I fhall be there be-
fore you, . [ Exit.

L'@illet. Pardi! dis is lucky—for now I vill
do it myfelf. I vifh tho’ I cou’d meet vid dis
maroufle, to hinder him meddle in de affair—
dat malheureux Irifh tief vill do me fome mif-
chief. , [ Exit.

SCENE 1V.
A Road.

Enter Timor1N, and Tuomas, in S1R Hans’s Li-
very.

Timolin. Well, Mr. Thomas, I know all your
plan, now you’ve told me. So here you’ve
borrowed Sir Hanss livery from one of his fer-
vants, and you’re to go and tell Mifs Augufta,
he has fent you for her—but, as you may be a
cowardly kind of a chap, the Mounfeer has bid
me aflift you with my tight bit of an arm. Huth!
here fhe comes.

Thomas. 1 thought fhe was a little girl juft
left {chool. :

Timolin. 1 don’t know, whether fhe goes to
fchool or no—but, this is the very Mifs Au-
gufta, that was lock’d up in the caftle with:

me.
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me. (afide) Oh! I'll make a neat example of ye
all. - ‘ [#hey retire.

Enter LApY TORRENDEL, and CoACHMAN.

Lady Tor. My mind is in a flate of the moft
tormenting folicitude! I with 1 knew where to
find this young lady, and apprize her of my
Lord’s defigns. Whether to return and wait for
him ? I dread the interview, unkind upbraiding
often thakes the very bafis of affection. Yet I
know he’ll endeavour, by fome artful evafion,
to flip from my charge, except I can bring it to
a full conviction—but firft to afford this poor
young man affiftance.
~ Timolin. Young man! that muft be me—fhe
faw I was in diftrefs. (afide)

Lady Tor. Deliver this to him, witheut letting
him know who it comes from. (gives a pocket~
baok to Coachman) . [Exit Coachman,

Timolin. Stop! I’m here.

Lady Tor. Oh, his fervant.’

Timolin. Now, this goednefs to me, has de-
termined me, in what I was resolved upon; to
fave her from all danger. (afide)

. Lady Tor. Perhaps I may now learn, who this
young lady is.

~ Timolin. (to Thomas) Go you, and ftay with
your horfes—P’ll deliver the meflage to her my-
felf. :

Thomas. But you’re not in Sir Hans’s livery
—It wo’n’t take. apart)

Timo/in. How d’ye do, Mifs Augufta?’

Lady Tor. (afide) My trufty champion’s mif-
taking me for ner, I find, continues.

Thomas. Mifs, your guardian, Sir Hans Bu;‘;

. gefs,
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gefs, hopes for your company down at Sam-
phire-hall—he has fent horfes.

Timolin. I'll whifper a few words, that fhall
bring her diretly. Harkye, Mifs! don’t go,
this 1s a rogue, that wants to coax you again in-
to the moufe-trap. (apart to Lady Torrendel)

Lady Tor. You miftake—I'm not the perfon.
(to Thomas) -

. Timolin. That’s a good thought to deny your-
felf—I'll fecond it, (apart)—are you fure you
never faw Mifs Augufta before now ?

Thomas. Not I. '

Timolin, Then this is not fhe—fo go about
your bufinefs.

Thomas. What !

Timolin. He wants to inveigle you, to Lord -
Torrendel. (apar?)

Lady Tor. Indeed ! this is charming, as I fup-
pofed! the moft lucky opportunity to do good,
prevent evil, fave the innocent from ruin, and
overwhelm the guilty in the blufhing fhame of
his own bafe intentions. (afide) I was apprehen-
five of fome error—you’ve brought horfes you
fay—very well, I'll~wait on my guardian. (#
Thomas.) [Timolin fares, and whiftles.

Thomas. Then you are Mifs Augufta. Why,
what did you mean juft now by faying it was
not. (to Timolin)

Lady Tor. Yes, yes, you're right enough.

. Timelin. If they take you for a Lady, that
will fly off to an old libertine, they’re right
enough indeed ; but I was wrong, when I thought
you a bit of an angel. :

Lady Tor. Come. (going)

Timolin. A word, ma’am! your intentions juft
now about me, were good—but, fince you give

: your-
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yourfelf up to this old reprobate, I fcorn your
afliftance, and if a little turn of virtue, fhould
ever make you repent of your nonfenfe, don’t
expe&t any defence from the foul of Mr. Ti-
molin. - :
Lady Tor. Heavens! 1 leave a fhocking im-
preflion on the mind of this worthy creature.
(afide) Well, well, we fhall find a time to clear
my charaéter: [Exit with Thomas.
Timolin. An old rotten potatoe for your cha-
rater! bye and bye, when you’re feen flourifh-
ing in curricles, with a different gallant every
day, ftuck up at your elbow, you’ll ftill be chat-
- tering about your charaéter, to all the turnpike-
men.

Enter ArTHUR, (baftily).

Arthur. Yes! it is a bailiff—he’s at my heels.
Timolin, do you fee any door open? ftand in
that fpot, you fcoundrel.

Timolin. Oh Sir! if any more of thofe compli-
ments pafs between ycu and me, it’s a tofs up
who’s to pay them. A

Arthur, It he don’t touch me, it’s no caption.

Timolin. He’s returning with the money, the
gay Mifs gave him for me. )

Re-enter CoacHMAN,

Coachman: T've had a good chace after you,
Sir.

Arthur. Attempt to give me the tip, and—-

Coachman. (taking papers from bis packet) Here
it is—this bill for three hundred:

vOL. I : M Ti-
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Timolin. If it was ten thoufand, I wou’dn’t ac-

cept it. ,
© Arthur. You villain, do I want you to accept
bills for me ?

. Coachman. It’s a good note, and your own
too. B

Arthur. Well, 1 know 1 have notes and bonds -
. enough out—but if I pay one of them, I'll be
"~ damn’d.

Timolin. Sir, don’t frighten yourfelf, about

what doesn’t concern you.

Arthur, Hold your tongue, firrah ; of my own
~accord, I came from our dance, when old Wig-
hum, the juftice, fent for me; but, compell’d
I will not be; fo let the plaintiff carry the bills
to my father: ‘

Coachman. Now,. Sit, you're too nice. I pro-
mifed to do the bufinets, and I will. (offers pa-
pers.) Lo
Asthur. Aye! he only wants to touch mé.
(flips round Timolin.) Co

Timolin. Arrah! what fignifies your dancing
round me, like a couple of May-poles ?

Arthur. Timolin, knock him down—I won-
der whether it’s a capture if 1 touch him.

Timolin. What are you at with your caps, and
hats ? The Englifh of the thing is—Mifs Auguf-

. ta, I defpife.

Arthur. Speak fo of my divine charmer !
Lfirikes bim, and runs off, Coachinan fullorvs.
Timolin. Oh! if he difcharges me; and comes
once a day to give me a knock in my cheek,
I'm to have a blefled life of it—tho’ my honor
wou'd not fuffer me to take relief from this
: Mifs
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Mifs Auguﬁa, yet I'll try and get the reward
from Mounfeer, for, if I was to preach in a
pulpit as high as Patrick’s fteeple, the ladies,
and gentlemen, would be running after one an-
,other, and, till they give roaft beef for nothing,
to mere honeﬁy, a guinea is convenient in an’
empty pocket.

[ Exit.

" END OF THE FOURTH ACT.
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ACT V.

SCENE L

Sampbhire-hall; S1r Hans’s, and other Houfes :—
A view of the Sea, bathing Machines, {¢.

. Enter Sir Hans, and Rosix Hoors.
Sir Haxs.

A Month fince I’ve been down here at my fa-
vourite rocks. How do the lodging-houfes go
on? I hope they keep low with their prices, till
the place is known. Aye! I may yet fee Sam-
phire-hall eclipfe Brighton, Weymouth, and Scar-
borough. : . '
Robin H. Yes! your honour ; for the young
* Squire has fet up.a ftaple commodity of trade,
and already the volks bes fo merry about’n.
You know Humphry Grim, the ftone-mafon, is
famous in the letter cutting way—Meafter
George has gi'n the freedom of the quarry,
and he has eftablithed a manufadture for tomb-

ftones.
Sir H,
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Sir H. ‘Tomb-ftones to make people merry !

Robin H. He has finithed half a dozen choice .

epitaphs with:

<< -Affli&ions zore
“ Long time I bore
¢ Phyficians were in wain.”

(S1r Hans walks yp enraged.)
Enter GEORGE.

George. That was certainly Lord Torrendel
turn’d into the green lane—muffled up, and
. {eem’d hiding his face. Robin gave me a hint
of his defigns upon Fanny.

§ir H. A fweet morning concert “for the rooms,
of chipping and fawing! Tell Mafter Grim, he
muft depart in peace with his meriy monuments,
Did vou hire a new poﬁ;xlhon 2

Robin H. Yez, Sic.

‘George. Oh, Robin! my fcheme of fettling the
poor artificers here, requires a kind of agent or
fuperior, to regulate it in my abfence; a fenfible

perfon of good nature and probnty—thatl can

truft—I’ve fixt upon a man—he’s now over at
Sandgate iland, you muft acquaint him—no on-
ly tell him 1I'd fpeak with him.

- 8ir H. (feeing George) Don’t come neat me—

get a tin pot and a bit of ftick, and pick up’

cockles on the beach—you haven’t a foul above
a cockle-gatherer, you curfed otter. Robin!
have they put up the fhelves in the raﬂimg
" thop?

George. Sir, the men are workmg at -their .

looms.
8tr H. Looms}

George.
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George. Inﬁead of encouragmg frauds, cheat-
ing ftrangers with paltry toys, I have erected
looms, that will give bread to two induftrious
families. (Joom beard withour)

Sir H. Why, they’re Weavers!

George. Yes, Sir, weavers of ftockings, gloves,

* and mittins.

Sir H. A ftocking loom in the place of my ele-
gant raffling thop !

George. ’lhcre s a ribband loom too. This
was the fiift wove in it ; for the motto’s fake,
put it into your hat.

Sir H. (reads) ¢« Succefs to Commcrce, and a
fpeedy peace.” Well, let Induftry throw the
ihuttle to this motto with all my heart. What
fmoke’s that yonder? clinking of hammers! by
the lord it’s a forge. -

George. Yes, Sir, the forge I built for poor old
Grimes.

Sir H. What, a {mith?

_ George. Yes, Sir, a worthy black{mith.

Sir H. Within the very walls of my cold bath,

- old Grimes blowing his bellows!

George. What ufe for a cold bath juft on \ the
verge of the ocean? and the farmers want the
neceflary tools for agriculture.

Sir H. 1banifh you for ever, from my fathion-

~ able bathing-place. You barbarous young fa-

vage! after my high puff advertifements of cold
larders, neat wines, circulating libraries, baths,
concerts, balls, billiards, machines, and bathing-
caps, to expect to drag people of fathion down
here, amongft ﬁockmg-looms, tombftones, and
bellows-clinkers! :

“George. Father, my little coiony was famith-

" ing
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ing on Lord Torrendel’s ifland. Since I have
brought them here, in pity don’t difiurb them.

Sir H. A fine ragged colony you've planted.

George. Confider, Father, induftry is a flower
that fhould be encouraged by the genial warmth
of patronage.

Sir H. By the the lord! the fellow’s only fit
for a plowman, or a weaver.

George. Well, Sir, the one gives bread, the
other cloathing; as a plowman and a weaver are
the moft ufeful charaéters, I know of none more
noble. :

Sir H. Ah! don’t talk to me, my very fer-
vants will defpife you, I dare fay not one of ‘em
would ftir a ftump to fave your foul and body,
you young Beaver.

Enter Rosin Hoors,

Robin H. Your purfe, Sir—I found it on the
road. (10 George) .

George. Thank you, Robin; ‘

Sir H. George’s purfe! how much was in it?

_Robin. More than I can tell—once [ knew it
to be matter George’s, 1 never put finger on the
cafh it held.

Sir H. Suppofe it had been my purfe?

Robin H. Ecod! your honor, you might ne-
ver have feen it again : Gold’s a tempting thing,
and I don’t fet up for more honefty than my
neighbours ; but young Squire’s moncy alieady
belongs to the poor, and he bez a bad man in-
‘deed that wou’d take, what the generous heart
is fo ready to give. ) )

George. You've been playing tricks, knocking

it
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it about—its all broke—ftupid fellow, I dare fay
you’d take better care of your own !

Robin H. La, Sir, I have no purfe, only a lit-
tle bit- of a leather bag, to divide a few fhillings
from the' halfpcncea C /bawmg the ba\g, Gw ge
takes it.)

" Géorge. Wholc, and ibund--tearmg one’s pro-
perty-~therd’s my broken one, 1 ﬂlall hoepyduu
(ﬁmg; it 10 Robin Hoefs) - SELIE 538

“Robi H. ‘Buy; Sir, the gold s in it. ’

' George ‘Never mind, kcep it Robin, yow're an
honeft fellow ; honefty is a trge dlamond; nnd
fhould:be fet iv.gold. (puts ¥mwff) . . ¢ o

+Sir H. My generous boy, Georqc, ‘build wp
and pull down, juttias-you-pleafe ; I fee now the
rich ‘man’s fafelt guoard, is the bleffings of cha-
rity 5 but gold is the grand ftaple of your trade
of benevolence—1've brought: Mifs Woodtnne,
and her fortune ; go and estertain her. . .l

George. Ifn’t ‘that 'Lord Tmrcn'dei Fvenoh.
man. (looking out)

Re-enter Rosin Hoors. .

Robin H. Your honor, Mounféer's' come from
his Lord, to borrow’ your- poft- chay-—gomg on
a vifit, and his own be broke. -

Sir H. Here’s an opportunity: to oblige m
Lord. He fhall have it, and hanfel my new pog
tilion too.

George. (afide) Some knavery in' thts poﬁ-
chaife borrowing ! Robin, 2 word. *

Sir H. Here full' 80 to thc Lady' hold, here
fhe is.

‘Enter
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Enter Avgusrta.

Augufta. *Twas certainly Arthur crofs’d the
road. (afide) Sir, I've walk’d out, to fec your
charming place here. (20 Sér Hans)

Sir H. Hem !—I bid him {peak to the Lady,
and by the lord he’s whifpering Robin; Gcorgc,
addrefs her with rapture.

George. Yes, Sir! Madam, the great pleafure
of—Rabin. [ Exit, talking with Rebin Hoofs.

"Sir H. The great pleafure of—Rabin! oh!
the devil’s in you, for a ﬁne amorous fcoundrel !
Stop; you Sir. [Exit.

Augufts. This young genth:man is an unadosn-
ed calket, encloﬁng the moft delicate fprings of
fenﬁbﬂrty ; but that heart is not for me; or ra-
ther mine is not for him. I amuft not cherith an
hopelefs paflion for Arthur; if, as Sir Hans tells
me, another poffefles his affections..

Eum Fanny, .

Fanny!

Fanny. My dear governefs, I've got down to
you; I’m only come, becaufe you arc here—
where’s George.

Augufta. You only come becaufe I'm here—
where ] George! Ah, Fanny!

Fanuny, I've made papa bring me too—by a
monftrous ftory though. I’ve told him, Sir
Hans wants him on moft prodigious bufinefs.

Enter ARTHUR, (ranning).

Arthur.  Diftanced the nabber! my lovely
‘partner ! who could expe&: to find you here,
_ VOL. I, N like
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- Enter Fanny; looking about. =~ .
" Fanny. My Governefs is fo gxddy—whcre can
the have left her hat. .
Dick. Oh, Fanny, hcxc S y ur fmend Au-
gufta? you Teem al upon the fic gets, . . -
Fanny. (confufed) Oh no, Sm——The two, old
boys will be running after us—what can I think
of to keep them here ? oh, true. (g/i de) Papa, I
wonder why Sir Hans has fent for you ; do you
know ?
. Dick. No, child, but I fhall 1f I can get. to. Iee
him.
Fanny, Here he is, ha, ha, ha! (q/ de) iny
'look papa, what a fine. profpedt at that windew;
you can fee, I believe, to the Ifle of Wight.
Dick. Oh no; but very fine, (Jaok: out 0f win-
daw )

Enter Sir Haxs, -

Sir H. Fanny, wherc 8 your papa? :

Fanny. He's there, Sir, but his head is fo full
“of this ferious affair, he's come down to tell you
about. (in an undér tone) v

‘Sir H. Oh; very well, - -

Fanny. He he, he! now each will be fo full
of expe&atxon of the other telling, when there is
nothing to tell, it may bring them into a fquab-
ble, and that will keep them as clofe as a game
backgammon—but where’s Augufta’s hat ? [ Exit.

Sir H. Ab, Dickins! how do you do?

Dick. (turning: Oh, Sir Hans, well, I've trun-
d]ed down te you.

Sir H. Then the affair is very urgent? fit
) down.

Dick,
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.Dick. Of conﬁ:quencc, I hope, for I had a-
good deal to do.

Sir H, And fo? . _

"Dick. Well, -

Sir H.. Well? fo fudden, Iwas alarmed ! but
does it concern me much'? ‘

Dick. That you beft know.

. Sir H. Haw fhould 1 kiow! -

“ Dick. (peevifbly) Well then, when you te]l mc,
perhaps I' may know.

Sir H."When you tell me, perhaps I mzy not
know. But come.

“DitE Aye? e

 Sir H. He’s afraid of being overheard I fup-

tbme, Il faften the door.

. ”'D&’ék "Ob, if it i§ of fo ‘much confequence, and
fecrecy, Pl faften’ this door too. (both rife and go
10 oppafize doors) There now, we are ‘quite fafe,’

(fits down) aye?

Sir H. Aye ? (tbey put their bead: togetber as lif-
tening )

Dick. What do you fit gapmg for, why don’t
you out withit? .- '

Sir H. Why do you ﬁt ﬁarmfr and ﬁretchmg
your neck? why don’t you tell it at once ?

Dick. You fent for me down about your bufi-
nefs—and, zounds! what is it? that I may go
about mine. !

Sir H, I{end for you! you came here to tell
me of fomething of great importance—tell it,
and fhorten your vifit, when you pleafe, Sir.
(both rife) : :

Dick. Sir, your ill manners, in your own
houfe, are equal to your impudence in ‘bringing -
me into it for nothing,. : ‘

Sir H. Impudence, you vulgar man! it’s well

you
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you arein my houfe, or.by the hand of this: bo..
dy, I'd pitch you out of window. >

Dick. Pitch me, you hard-headed old fool ! xf
 Torrendel was to behave fo, I'd—

Sir H. T fhall choak.—(rings) You're under .
my roof—fo fay what you will—Robin Hoofs!

Dick. Damn your hoofs, and your horns, Sir!
T can quit your houfe myfelf. You’re as impu-
dent as Torrendel. (puts on bis bat, and gloves)

Enter EANNY, crying, with Augufia’s bat. - ..

Fanny. Oh George! George! my Governefs
has run away with George! falfe fellow! to drefs
himfelf up as the new poftilion, and drive off-
with my Governefs, when 1 only returned to fetch -
her bhat and cloak. :

Sir H. My fon drive off with Augufta! Huz-i
za| he’sa dafher.

. Fanny. And then Lord Torrendel’s valet to
Jump up behind the chaife—’twas all a packd;
thing to deceive me. (‘cries)

Sir H. What! the Frenchman gone off thh
my ward.

Fanny. Yes, they’ll furely be married.

- Dick. What, the Frenchman?

Fanny. No! George! ]

Dick. But where are thev gone? : o

.Fanny. Rattled down the bcach towardsSa.ndo
gate Ifland. .

Sir H. Robin Hoofs, John, the dcvxl I've loﬂ:

- myward. . . [ Exeunt Dickins, and Sir Hans. .

Fanny. Yes, 1 heard Sir Hans brought her
down here to marry George ; a demure king
thmg, (he knew bctter than to. take the ma.d:

- : ymmg :

LA
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young Arthurs. angd I myfelf to introduce her to
my George; this is female frxendﬂnp indeed,
" here’s my friend’s hat, and my friend’s zibbands, -
-oh that had hsrfelf here. ,

. Co [Emt tcmng the bat.

~ SCENE III; and laft.

Sandgate Wfiand; one fbattered boufe, and a fm
~ wretched cottages,

[

oo

Aribur. The ferryman not to run his boat
boldly in the creck—oblige me to dath through
the 'water! If I could but get over to the conti-
nent, I’d fight like a true volunteer—the firft
Enfign that dropt, pick up his colours—I wifh
I'had-a few fhillings, to pay my paﬁ'age in fome
ﬁ(hmg fmack

Enter ARTHUR,

Enter COACHMAN.

There again—by heavens! you tha'n't have all
the bailiff-work to yourfelf=-we’ll have a tufsle
for it—if you are ftronger, I go—if not, I com-
mit your body to mafter fhark—begone, or into
the fea I fling you

Coachman. T hcn, there Sir, is three hundred
pound, Bank of England note—now I've at laft
done my job. '  [drops it, and exit.

Arthur. (picking it up) It is—and I to mif~
take my bnght angel for the blackeft of all imps,
a catchpole! three hundred ! now they {hall {lee
who
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who is Lord Arthur D’Aumetle—~who from?-
my kind father; doubtlefs. Now I’ve cafli, w
is my poor faithful Timolin. Sl

Enter Rosinson, (outaf lrvet;y)'

A dreary Ifland, but one houfe,—you live yon-
der, matfter.

Robinfon. Live! ah, -Sir! (fighs.) _

Artbur. Comphain? Why, in'the winter here,
you've ftorms in high perfeGtion—fnow, hail,
rain, lightaing and thunder, nea€ as imported
—no door to your houfe, and fcarce a houfe to’
your door! the fplanged canopy your bed-tefters,
-and for a clear profpect no glafs to your windows !
nor a tree on your ifland, becaufe you wou’d
not: harbour noify rocks to difcompofe your
flambers l—nor even a buth! but that’s vanity
=—that you might have it to fay, you challenge
the globe round to thew a fpot more defolate. -
. Robinfon. He doesn’t recollett me. (affdé) 1've
only come to-day, Sir, but here I believe I muft
abide till better times. This houfe belongs to a
brother of mine—all poor enough and yet but
for the charity of Mr. George Burgefs, they muft
be worfe. The {quire has unpeopled this ifland,
and fettled them comfortably near his father’s.
Since Lord Torrendel, the landlord, leaves them
to his Frenchman and that Mafler Dickins, mv.
brother wifhes they’d take the houfe off his
hands. '

Arthur. They’ll be taking it prefently from
about his earse— ' .

Enter Rosin HooFs.

Robin H, (to Robirg/on) I believe it’s )-r'ou I wants
—You'’re
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~You’re o comevvér to-morréw noon to Sam-
‘phive-Hall, my yourg Maftér wou’d fpéak to'you,
¢h !—Sure I know vou, why wash’t you ' porter
to Lord Torrendel ? (looking ftedfaftly at Robinfon)
Artbur. Indeed | o
Robin H. It is—Now I underftands the whole
affair—Squire George is always himfelf.
Arthur. Were not you difcharged from Lord
Torrendel’s for admitting me into the Caftle?
_Robip H. He was and that he might not lofe
by his good-nature, Mafter Gzorge was going to
give him a place of 507/. a year, but Sir Hans has
nock’d up that plan, and wo’n’t let the new-
c&mqfs fettle there, . .
 Artbur. A man turn’d a-drift into this curfed
world, for a moft kind a&ion towards me, and
Ifind prating here with 300/ in my hand; no
ennyworth of pippins fha’n’t have all this work
to hitifelf—there, (gives 1he rmte? that will buy
voy cakes and ale t'iﬁ,you geta place.
" Rodinfom, Sir! ‘ .
. Wbir. Don’t talk, I hate talking ; I'm abfo-
lut¢ in that particular, Old Crufoe. (puts them
oft) Ha, ha, ha! P'm tickled with a ftrange am-
bition—1'll be king of this Ifland from my fa-
thél’s fgle inheritance. 'I'll enchant this houfe
ftotd'the court of poverty, to the caftle of com-
fort.—T'his ifland is now my territory—here am
Iang' oh! for my queen! but plague of my
Pﬂ C . ' .

[Exit inte boufe.

Enter L'CEILLET, ‘and BoATMAN.

L'Gillet. Now dat your comrade has brought
VOL. I. o : lady
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lady over in toder boat, let no one elfe crofs but
Milor. [Exit Boatman.
Ah! quel bonheur to find Augufta my(elf! now
Monfieur Thomas and dat villain Irifh terrier
may hunt her for deir own recreation—dis foli.
tary ifle—here milor have no perfon to inter-
rupt. [Retires.

Enter AuGUSTA.

Augufta. The defire of fecing my coufin Ar-
thur once again, before it is too late, can fcarce-
ly reconcile me to this ftep—altogether this -

" ifland wears a moft forbidding afpe@&—I'll re-
turn, and fit in the chaife, till Fanny comes.
(going).

L’Eiller. Ah! ma chere (‘preventing ber) You
mutft vait for Milor.

Augufta. He here! heavens! I’m betrayed—I
now fee my folly. .
L’Eillet. 1 was your laquais, mon ange, and

did fit behind de chaife, and you did not know
it. - ' ‘
 Augufta. Pray, Sir, fuffer me to go.
~ L'Fillet. Oui, to Londres! dere Milor vil
buy you fine cloaths and jewels, and you vill
_fhine at operas and ball and concert, and he vill
kils your hand dus. (offers to kifs ber hand)

. Enter ARTHUR.

Arthur. How! (frikes bim.)
L' illet. Diantre! (runs off. Arthur purfues. 4
- plunge, as if in water, is heard without.)

Re-
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Re-enter Arthur.

Angufia. Heavens! fir; what have you done?
Artbar. Only caft my bait into the fea—Lu-
cifer will always bite at a fcoundrel. :
Augufia. Sir, he’ll be drowned.
Artbur, He’s already a pickled dog—don’t be
alarm’d—you’re fafe now from even the fha-
dow of infult. How came you here in this re-
mote place ! fpeak—but no matter—you feem
diftrefs’d, Madam. o
- “Augufia. (afide) Vice fhould not humble the
father in the opinion of the fon.
-Arthur. Lean upon me, ma’am—hollpo ! old
Crufoe, where’s your dame? come madam.
(leads Augafia in.)

Enter LLorD TORRENDEL:

- Lord Tor. Should L’(Eillet bring my Augufta
fafe, here is' no accommodation; I thought I
bhad fome tenants on this Ifland! they’ve let
the place run ftrangely -to ruin. Confufion !
Sir Hans! -~ '

Enter Six Hans, Dickens, GEorGE, and Ro-
BIN Hoors.

Dick. But ’fquire, why difguife yourfelf; fure
you coud’n’t be a confederate with my Lord’s
pandar, to fteal my daughter’s governels ?

Sir H. Aye, George, where was the neceflity
of ufing artifice, to run away with Augufta, the
very,. girl I wanted to give you.

02 George.
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George. Then to explain the myftery—fome
bafe defigns of others, have funk me into a
fchemer of ftratagems. My lord, .my name is
Burgefs—I’m no profefled knight-errand, yet.
I openly avow that I will endeavour henceforth
to protect female innocence from your lordfhip’s
dithonourable purpofes. : [ Exit.

Sir H. Bravo! He has been drinking hock:
with Lord Arthur.—My lord, I'll talk to you.

_ . [ Exit.

Dick. My lord, to yeu I'll talk. . Exit.

Lord Tor. Then no fhelter from open thame,
but to turn champion myfel{! befides, the ftorm |
once blown over, my fceming her protector
wins her love by gratitude. :

Erter TiMoLIN,

' Timolin. Oh, my lord, here flies the {weet
creature to you with her charalter under her

arm. ‘ :
Lord Tor. Then, that villain L’CEillet, has
made my fon’s fervant a party in this bufineis:

Enter Lapy TORRENDEL, veiled, and THOMAS.

Timolin. So Mifs, you wou’dn’t be warn’d by
me, you wow'd run headlong to the devil. - And
there he ftands, ready to receive you. (4part to
Lady Torrendel) o
~ Lord Tor. What’s your purpofe, you fcoun-

- drels, in bringing the lady to this lonely place?

Timolin. Qur purpofe! . well, that’s very
high !|— '

-Lord Tor. Madam, rely upon my protcé;tion.

+ Iam
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Iam bound by honor to defend you from every
© infult. \ ‘ '

Lady Tor. Certainly, my lord! every gentle-
man fhould be the protector of—his wife. (di/~
covers herfelf.)

Lord Tor. Lady Torrendel !

Timelin. The Lady herfelf ! then ’twas to her
hufband fhe was runaing, oh! here’s 2 wonder,
and a blunder ! o [ Exiz,

Lady Tor. My Lord, Ifee you are contuied,
yet could I hope your prefent humiliation pro-
ceeded from aforrow that promifed repentance,
and confequent reformation, my heart’s feelings
for the man I did love and honor, thould melt
me to compaflion! (weeps) but no! take my
- refentment ! my deferved, and bitter reproach !
grief cannot reach a breaft fo callous as your’s
it is only the ftings of a wounded pride, and dif-
appointed purpofe, that now agitates vou; re-
flet! return an humble gratitude to heaven for
having made my unexpected arrival here the
means of fnatching you from the repetition of a
crime the moft hoftile to fociety. A felfifh, tran-
fient gratification, that muft banith for ever an
unhappy female from the paths of honor! fhun'd
thro’ life by the beft part of her own fex!—ard
even defpifed by you ! the author of her fhame!
your wrongs to me are nothing, but your me-
ditated tricks and pians, which you call gallan~ .
tries, reflettcnly difgrace on the dignity of man-
hood ! , :

LordTor. Lady Torrendel—I confes I'm al-
together fomewhat thocked, and witb—I'm very
unhappy to fee—that is—I’'m unhappy at your
fuflpeéting :

Lady
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Lady Tor. Oh, you miftake, mylord ! Ihave
no fufpicions ! mine are all certainties—but
even if you confider my throwing the paft into
the thade of oblivion, any indulgence, I fhall in-
fit upon a few conditions, and the firt—turn
your countenance and protection to your poor
deferted youth! you as a parent, are refponfible
for every violation that your neglet has occa-
fioned him to make on the laws of propriety ;

_if you refufe, I will be his parent, and hence-
forth regard your poor friendlefs fon, with all
the care and tendernels of maternal afletion.

Enter ARTHUR.'

Artbur. Huzzﬁ, the joy that laughs on me,
fhall fmile on all around ; fir, I thank you for
your bounty, but '

Enter CoacHMAN.

Coachman. My Lady, I gave Lord Arthur the
money, \ "
Lady Tor. Well, well! ,
Arthur. How! was that 300/, fent me by
you, Madam. . A '
Lord [or. Did you give countenance and re-
lief, where wives, in general, look with. con-
zempt and even hatred ? Madam, can you par-
on? o
. Lady Tor.- My, Lord, your condué renders
you rather an object of pity, than refentment—
you have inplicitly delivered up your fortune,
vour charaéter, nay more, my Lord, your ho-
nor,, to be the fport and property of an infa-
Lo mous
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mous parafite—your confidential favourite, your
Valet, counteracted the re&itude of your in-
tentions, by embezzling the fums he had for
purpofes ditated by duty and nature. Oh!
why will thofe who poflefs the godlike power of
doing good, delegate a bafe, unworthy agent,
for the ¥Xind purpofes of humanity.

EmiSn Hans, Dickins, GEORGE, and Av-
vt ) GUSTA.

Sir H. Here, boy, take Augufta. lgladvanciug).
Artbur. (advancing) Thank ye, Sir Hans ! (takes
ber hand) o '
Sir H. Thank ye, indeed, for that! George,
will you lofe your wife fo?
~ George. 've one ready at hand—father, with
your leave and her own confent.

Enter FanNNY, and TiMOLIN, at the back.

& Dick. To be fure, I confent—and we all con-
nt.

Fanny. Oh! yes! we all confent—my dear
governefs, are you going to be married? It
feems Ym going to be married. He, he, he!-
c¢h ! George? )

Sir H, To fee my fon taken before my face,
with an he, he, he! g’blood, fir! let the girl go,
he, he, he, indeed. , :

Dick. Then I difcover your tricks, Sir, oh,
oh, oh ! indeed !—Madam, (t0 dugufiz) no mat-
ter what he fays—you are ftill heirefs to your
uncle Woodbine’s fortune. Throw it into my
bank, chufe me your guardien, I'll recover—I'll
fend Sir Nob a ftheet of cracklin ramikin, thae
. fhall

\
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fha!l reach from Chancery-lane, to WeftminRer-
hall. d

Augufta. Well, even fo the property of the
mother fhould devolve to the fon, and to him I
refign it.

Artbur. No! fooner than take it from you,
my generous coufin, Timolin and I will buffet
the world again—and, rather than commit fur-
ther depredations on honeft tradefmen, Pll turn
to any thing, any one thing in life, except a
Poet, Where are you old Bargatrot Caftle ?

, Timolin. ’m here, your honor, dead or alive

—we’ll juinp into our boots, before they’re
bought—away, mafter! I’'m your man, thro’
thick and thin, fire and fmoke.

Artbur. 1 could force myfelf to accept this
fortune—that is, with a certain {fweet’'ner—Will
you, my Augufta, accompany it? -

Augufta. Then, Sir, for paltry gold, you’d
quit your love! oh! fie!

Sir 'H. Devil’s in you, child! I was only
joking about the girl over the hock, to make
you marry George.

( Arthur kiffes ber band.)

Lord Tor. Why, this is right. Lady Torren-
del, your unexampled liberality will reclaim me
into a hufband and a father.—My boy, were
bleflings mine, you fhould have one from me.

Timolin. Then, as you're not worth a blefling, -
fhow’r a bundle of yellow-boys upon us both.

Dick. A good motion, throw them into my
bank.—Eh! is that Monfieur fhaking his ears
like a water dog ? (looking out)

“ Artbur. My Lord, father, and you moft ador-
ed Augufla, if I am deftined to affluence, here
is

-~
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is my model, (2 George) who can forego the
comforts of life to beftow its neceflaries on the
indigent! . . : :

~ Sir H. Why, my moft magnificent Arthar, I
thought you were to be George’s model, and that
like you he’d have grace enough, to play the de-*
vil. :

Arthur. So he fhall—we’ll kick Care out of
the window, our abode fhall be the Houfe of
Joy, and the firft card of invitation fhall be, to
the Man of Sorrow. v

My faults how great! but as no foft’ring care
- Did ever fmile upon misfortute’s heir!

The outcaft oh teceive! your pirdon give,
i~ And in your favour, let Kun happy live!

THE END,

VoL, I. . '
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THE - '

CASTLE OF ANDALUSIA.

ACT I )
SCENE 1.

4 Covern with winding Stairs, and Receffes cut in
the Rock ; a large Lamp hanging in the Center, a
Table, Wine, Fruits, &Fc.—At the bead Don
CEsAR, on each fide Spapo, SANGUINO, RAPI-
_No, and others of the Banditti.

CHORUS.

HERE we fons of freedom dwell
In our friendly, rock-hewn cell;
Pleafure’s ditates we obey,

- Nature points us out the way
Ever focial great and free,
Valour guards our liberty.

AIR.—Don Cefar.

Of fevere and partial laws,
Venal judges, Alguazils ;
Dreary dungeons’s iren jaws,.
Oar and gibbet---Whips or wheels
Let’s never think .
While thus we drink
Sweet Mufcadine !
O life divine!
' Chorus. Here we {ons of freedom dwell, &c.

Don C.
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Don  C. Come, Cavaliers, our carbines are
loaded, our hearts are light, charge your ‘glafu
“fes, Bacchus gives the word, and a volley makes
us immortal as the rofy god.—Fire! (a/l drink)
Spa. Ay, Captain, this is noble firing, Oh, I
Jove a volley of grape-fhot—Are we to %ave any
fky-light in our cave? (looking at Sanguino’s glafs)
Don C. Oh, no! a brimmer round. Come, a
good booty to us to-night. (all drink) B
Spa. Booty ! Ilove to rob a fat Prieft.—~Stand,
fays 1, and then I knock him down.

Sang. My nofe bleeds. (looks at bis bandkerchicf)
1 wonder what colour is a coward’s blood !

Spa. Don’t you fee it’s red ? : :
-~ Sang. Hah! call me coward, (rifes in fury)
Sirrah’! Captain! Cavaliers! but this fcar on my
forehead contradiéts the mifcreant. = -

* Spa. Scar on your forehead! Ay, you will
- look behind you when you run away.

Sang. I'll flab the villain—(draws filletto) 1
will, by heaven,

Don C. Poh, Sanguino ! you know when a jeft
~offers, Spado regards neither time, place nor
perfon. , R

ZU. (interpofing) Don’t hurt little Spado!

Spa. (biding bebind) No, don’t hurt little
Spado. - o

Sang. Run away! Armies have confefs’d my
valour—the time has been—-but no matter! (firs)-

Don C. Come, away with refletion on the

- paft, or care for the future; the prefent is the
golden moment of poffeflion ; let us enjoy it.

All. Ay, ay, let us enjoy it.

Don C. You know, Cavaliers, when I enter’d

. into this noble fraternity, I boafted only of a lit=
tle courage fharpen’d by neceflity, the refult of

- - my
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my youthful follies, a father’s feverity, and the
malice of a good natur’d dame.
' 8pa. Captain, here’s a fpeedy walk-off to old
women.

All. Ha, ha, ha! (drink) ,
- Don C. When you did me the honor to ele@
me your captain, for two conditions 1 ftipulated
—Tho’ at war with the world abroad, unity and
focial mirth fhould prefide over our little com-
mon-wealth at home. :

Spa. Yes, but Sanguino’s for no head—he’ll.
have ours a common-wealth of fifts and elbows.

Don C. The other, unlefs to preferve your
own lives, never to commit a murder.

Spa. 1 murder’d fince that—a bithop’s coach~
horfe. .

All. Ha, ha, ha!

Doz C. Hand me that red wine.

AIR.—Don Cefar.

Flow, thou regal purple ftream,
Tinted by the folar beam,
In my goblet fparkling rife,
Cheer my heart and glad my eyes.
My brain afcend on fancy’s wing,
’Noint me, wine, a jovial king.
While I live, I’il lave my clay,
‘When I'm dead and gone away,
Let my thirfty fubjeés fay,-
A month he reign’d, but that was May.

[*bunder.
Don C.. Hark, how diftinét we hear the thun-
der through this vaft body of earth and rock—
Rapino, is Calvette above upon his poft?
Rap. Yes.
Don C. Spado, ’tis your turn to relieve the
centinel,

Spa.
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- Spa. Relieve ! why what’s the matter with him?

Don C. Come, come, no jefting with duty-—-

+ ’tis your watch.

Spa: Let the wolves watch for me—my d ty
is to get fupper ready—(’ thunder) Go up'
fire, do you think T am a Salamander’ D’yc
hear! .

Sang. No fport I fear. '

Don C. Then call Calvette, lock down the
trap-door, and get us fome more wine from tbe
ciftern.

Spa. Wine! Ay, Captain, and thls being a
night of peace we'll have a difh of olives. ,

Sang. No peace’! we'll up and feour the foreft
prefently. But well thought on, a rich old fél-
low, one Don Scipio has lately come to refide in
the caftle on the fkirts of the foreft—~what fay
you to plunder there?

Doz C. Not to night—I-know my time—I
have my reafons—I fhall give command on that
bufinefs. But where’s the ftranger we brought
in at our laft excurfion? * S s

- Rap. He repofes in yonder recefs. - .

Spa. Ay, there he lies with a face as xnnocent
-as an an§el thought he fought like feven devils.
(afide) 1f my fellow-rooks wou’d but fly oE——-I’d
have the pidgeon here within all to myelf.

Calv. (appears at the top of .the winding fairs
with a lantbern) Captain !

Sang. Good news, Cavaliers ; herc comes Cal-
vette. o :

Calv. A booty! .
Sang. What? where?
Calv. Soft—but one man !
Sang. Is he alone?
Calv. Quite,

' : Spa.




THE CASTLE OF ANDALUSIA. - 118

§pa. One man and alone—that’s odd!

Caly. He feems in years, but his habit, (as
well as I could diftinguifh,) fpeaks him noble.
(defeends) '

- Don C. Then he’ll fight., My arms!

Spa. Oh, he'll fight.—Get my arms—no, my -

legs will do for me. (afide)
 Sang. Come, my carbine—quick !

Don C. To the attack of one man—paltry!
Only you Calvette, and Spado go, the reft pre-
pare for our general excurfion.

ﬁ?'a. ‘Captain, don’t fend me; indeed I'm too
rafh! :

Don C. Come, come, leave buffoonery and to
your duty.

[CALVETTE aftends, the reff go in at feverad

receffes, Spapo, afcends flowly.] -

Enter ALPHONSO:

- Aph. 1 find myfelf fomewhat refreth’d by
fleep—at fuch a time to fall into the hands of
thefe ruffians, how unlucky ! I’m pent up here ;
my rival Fernando, once my friend, reaches Don
Scipio’s Caftle, weds my charming Victoria, and
Ilofe her for ever ; but if I could fecure an in-
terview, love fhould plead my caufe.

AIR.—Alpbonjo.

‘The hardy failor braves the ocean,
Fearlefs of the roaring wind;

Yet his heart, with foft emotion,
Throbs to leave his love behind.

To dread of foreign foes a ftranger,
Tho’ the youth can dauntlefs roam,

Alarming fears paint every danger
In a rival, le?t at home. .

YOL. I. Q Spa-
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SPADO returns down the  fairs.
\,

Spa. (4fide) Now for fome talk with our pn—
foner here— Stay, are they all out of ear-thot?
How the poor bird fings in its cage! I know
more of his affairs than he thinks of by overhear-
ing his converf{ation at the inn at Lorca. ,

Aiph. How fhall [ efcape from thefe rafcals f—
Oh, here is one of the gentlemen. Pray, Sis,
may I take the liberty

Spa. No liberty for you here—Yet upon cer-
tain conditions, indeed—give me your hand.

Alpb (afide) Impudent {coundrel!

Spa. Senor, I with to ferve you, and ferve
you I will; but I muft know the channel before
1 make for the coaft, therefore to examine you
with the pious feverity of an holy Inquifitor, in
heaven’s name, who the devil are you ?

Alpb. A pious adjuration truly! (afide) Sir,
my name is Alphonfo, and I am fon of a bank-
-er at Madrid.

Spa. Banker! Ithought he fung like a young
gold-finch.

diph. Perhaps by ttufting this fellow I may

.make my efcape
. Spa. P’ll convince him I ‘'know his fecrets, and
then I hold his puife-firings.

Alph. You won’t betray me?

Spa. Honor among thieves.

Alpb. Then you muft know when your gang
attack’d me yefterday evening
Spa You were polting full gallop to Don Sci-

pio’s caftle on the confines of the foreft here.

diph. Hey! then perhaps you know my paf- .
fion for—

Spa-
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Spa. Donna Vi&toria his daughter.
Alph. Then you know that the’s contrated—
Spa. To your friend Don Fernando de Zelva,
who is'now on his journey to the caftle, and to
the deftru&tion of your hopes, weds the lady on
his artival. R .
-~ Ajpb. True, while I am pent up in this curfed
cavern, but how you got my ftory, I—
. 8pa. No matter! I could let you out of this
curfed cavern. o S
Alph, And will you? :
ip .Ah, our trap-deor above requires a gold- -
en kiy. B

_ Aiph. Your comrades have not left me a piaf-
""“8pa. Will you give me an order on your fa-
ther’y bahk for fifty pieces, and I'll let you out ?
© Alph. You fhall have it. X

Spa. A bargain. Tl fecure your efcape.

Enter Don Carsar, (bebind).

""Don C. How's this! ‘;

" Spa. Zounds, the Captain Ramirez ! ‘(aﬁde)
Xye, you dog, I'll fecure you from an efcape !
Do you think I'd fet you at liberty without the
Captain’s orders? Betray my truft for a bribe!
What the devil do you take me for? (in a_feeming
rage) Oh, Captain, I didn’t fee you.

' Don C. What’s the matter ? :

Spa. Nothing, only our prifoner here was
miftaken in his man—that’s all. Let you elcape,
indeed ! '

Alpb. Here’s a rafcal !

§pa. Rafcal! D’ye hear him? he has been

: Q2 abufing
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abufi ng me this half hour, becaufe I would -not
convey him out without your kpowledge. Oh,
what offers he did make me! but my mtegrity :
is proof againft Gallions, Efcuriils, Perw’s, and
Mexico’s.
Don C. Begone mﬁantly to your comrades..
[Spads afcends.
Senor, no occafion to tamper with my compa<
nions; you fhall owe 'your liberty to none but
me. Some particulars of your ftery, which I
* had from Spado, have engaged me in your mte-
reft—to te free, up in the open ais would you
venture—ha, ha, ha !—not afraid of a fprinkle
of rain or a flath of lightning—no, no. Well,
without confulting my brethren here,” as foon as
they fally forth, I'll convey you ta the cottage
of the vines, belongmg to the peafant Philippo,
not far from Don Scipio’s caftle; there you may
reft in fafety to-night, and——

Alph. Ah, Captain! no reft for me.

Don C. Loek ye Senar, I am a ruffian, pera
haps worfe, but venture ta truft me—A pick-
lock may be ufed to get at 3 treafure~don’t wifh

 to know more of me than I now chufe to tell
you, but if your miftrefs loves you as well as
you feem to love her, to-morrow night fhe’s
yours.

Alph. My good friend!

Don C. Now for Philippo—I don’t fuppofe

* you with to fee any of our work -above, ha,
ha, ha ‘—Well well, I was once a lover, but
now-—-

AIR.




THE CASTLE OF ANDALUSIA, 117

AIR.—~Don Csfar.
On by the fpur of valour goaded,
Piftols prim’d and carbines loaded,
Courage ftrikes on hearts of ftecl ;
‘Wihiile each fpark '
Fhrough tlie dark
Gloom of night, - ,
Lends a clear and cheering light
- Who, a fear or doubt can feel ?

Like ferpents now, through thickets creeping,
‘Then on our prey, like lions, leaping !
Calvette to the onfet lead us, -
Let the wand’ring trav’ler dread ns?
‘.1, Strack with tervor apd.amaze, L
While our {fwords with lightning blaze, (Zhunder)
Thunder to our carbines roaring,
Burfting clouds in torrents pouring, -
' Each a free and roving blade'.
Oursa free and roving trade,
To the onfet let’s away, _
Valonr calls, and we obey, ’ [ Exeant,

" SCENE I
4 Fore;/i,ﬁ (a frormy nigbt), N
Enter FERNANDO.

-Fer. Pedrillo} (callingy What a dreadful
night, and horrid place to be benighted in! Pe-
drillo '—1I fear I've loft my fervant, but, by the
pace I rode fince I left Ecceija, Don Scipo’s caf-
- tle can’t be very far diftant—this was to have
been my wedding night, if I arrived there—and
as for my charming bride—Yet [ cannot regret

my
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my feparatlon -from ‘beauties, that I can o
imagine. -

AIR.—Femando.

Serenely fmooth the moments run,
With him, who from his natal hour,"
Has ne’er beheld the fplendid Sun,
Nor fovereign Nature’s genial power.

But by the bolt of Jove ftruck blind,

. Thus fhut from every ray of light,
What poignant grief o’ercafts his mind,
Who once hath known the joys of Sight.

But what keeps Pedrillo, Pedrillo! Pedrxl
(mllmg) '

Ped. (within) Sir!

Fer. Where are you?

Ped. Qnte aftray, Sir.

Fer. This way.

Enter PeprILLO, ((groping).

Ped. Any body’s way, for I have loft my o
—Do yotu fee me, Sir? . ,

Fer. No, indeed! (lightning)

~ Ped. You faw me then, er (thunder) Ah, t.
muft frighten the mules, they’ll break their b
dles ; I tied the poor beafts to a tree.

Fer. Well, we may find ’em in the mornir
if they cfcape the banditti which I am' told i
fefts this foreft.

Ped. Banditti! (a Jhot without) Ah I we ¢
dead men.

Fer. Somebody in trouble!

- Ped. No, fomebody’s troubles are over.

Fer, Draw, and follow me.
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Ped. Lord, Sir! ha’nt-we troubles enough of
eur own? ‘
Fer. Follow! who can deny afliflance to his
fellow-creature in diftrefs ? (draws) [Exst.
Ped. What fine creatures thefe gentlemen are !
But for me, I am a poor, mean fervant—fo I'll
ev’n take my chance with the mules.

\

AIR.—Pedrillo. '

A mafter I have, and I am his man,
-Galloping, dreary; dun, °
And he’ll get a wife as faft as he can, .
With a haily, gaily, gambo raily,
' . Giggling, niggling, :
Galloping galloway, draggle tail, dreary dun.

1 faddled his fteed fo fine and fo gay,
Galloping, dreary dun,

I mounted my mule, and we rode away.
With our haily, &c.

We canter’d along until it grew dark,
Galloping, dreary, dun,

The nightingale fung inftead of the lark,
With her, &c.

We met with a friar, and atk’d him our way,
Galloping, dreary, dun,

By the Lord, fays the friar, you’re both gone aftray, .
With your, &c.

Our journey, I fear, will do us no good,
Galloping, dreary, dun,
.. We wander alone, like the babes in the wood,
With our, &c¢.

My mafter is fighting, and I’ll take.a peep,
Galloping, dreary, dun,

But now I think better, I'd better go fleep,
With my, &c. ’ { Exit.

SCENE
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SCENE L

4 tbtclcer part of the forefs. Large tree and ﬁone
crofs near the front.

Enter SPADO, runs round terrified, and climbs mlo'
 the tree.

Enter Dox’ Scirto, attacked by Savcuiyo, RAPI- ,
No, and CALVETTE.

'\

Sang. Now, Rapino, lop ofE his fword—arm

, Don S. Forbear! there’s nvy purfe (tbraw: #
dowu) L

’ i Firet

Spa (peeping from the me) N 0, don’t ﬁre.
Sang. 1 am wounded, hew him to pieces! (as
Don Scipio- 1 nearly o'verpawered) r

Exter Frrnanpo.

Fer. Hq! what murderous ruffians ! (eugage.r the
Banditti who precipitately difperfe feveral ways)

Spa. Hplloa! ‘the _forelt, A3 furrounde th
Inquifitors, Alguazils, Comgxdorcs, Hangmen,
and holy fathers.. . :

Don §. Oh, T° hav nt fought o much thqfe
twenty years.

Spa. Eh, we have loft the ﬁeld, cu;fed dq;k
tho’ I thmk 1 could perceive but one man come
to the relicf of our old Don here.

Don §. But where arg yotg, .Senor ? apprpach
my brave dchvcrer Ao

Spa. So here’s a Vl&o;y and nobody to clalm
it! I think I’ll go down and pick up the laurel.
(defeends) Yl take the. merit of this exploit, I
tnay get fomething by it,

Don
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Don'§. long to thank, embrace, worfhip this

enerous &ran er 28 my guardian angel.

‘5 ﬁde) may pafs for this angel in the
dar —Villains, fcoundrels ! robbers, to attack an
honeﬂ: gentleman! but I made the dogs fcam-
per! (uapouring) -

Don S. Oh, dear! this is my prcferver'

Spa. Who s there? Oh, you are the wor-
thy gentleman I refcued from thefe rafcal ban-
ditti. ,

Don 8. Noble, valiant ftranger—I—

Spa. No thanks, Senor, I have fav’d yout life
and 2 good a&tion rewards. itfelf. .

Don 8. A gallant fellow faith—Eh, as woll as
I ¢ould diftinguith in the dark, you look’d much
taller juft sow ? (Joskin ﬁ clofe at bim)

Spa. When I was ting ? true, anger raifes
me—I[ always appear fix foot in a paflion ; be- -
fides my hat and plume added to my hclght. .

Don S. (bg' accident treading en the purfe Hey,
the rogues have run off wnchout my purle too

ng »O; ho! (afidey—What, 1 haVe ﬁw’d

ggrﬁ! 8 well as your precious life!

}i S . 4 pmfellow, I am the luckieft dog in

Dm S. Poar! Good fncnc_l accept it asa
fusall eokes of my gratitude. °

Sg;: Nay, dear Sir!

S. Yot thal} take it.: :

' USpa. Lord; 1 amt’ fo aukwnrd at taklng a purfe,
(takes it)

Don §. Hey, if T' could find my cane too
I dropt it fomewhere hereabouts when I-drew to
defend myRelf. (Yooking about) =

Spa. Zounds ! 1 fancy here comes the real con<
' VOL. L - R queror

~
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queror—no  matter—1'vé . got the fpqils of the
ficld. (afide chinks the purfe and retires) .

‘Don §. ‘Ah, my amber-headed cane' (ﬂzll Jook-
*ing about) - '

: Re-mler anwnq,.

Fer The villians!. .- ‘
Don S. Ay, you made ’ em fly like mgcqnb
- 1oy little game-cock !
Fer. Oh, I fauncy this.is the gentlcman ﬂéat
was. a.ttzck’d Not hurt, I hope, Sir, - -
Don S. No, 'm a tough old -blade— h,
gadfo,- well thought on—-—ft:.g if there’ sa rmg on
the purfe, it’s a relick of my deceas'd lady,, it’ s
with fome regret I afk you to returnit. ..
Fer.. Return what, Sir?. . : :::}& )
Don 8. A ring you'll ﬁnd an the purfe. e
Fer. ngan purfe!. rcally. Sir,. L. doq’t iR
derftandyau.. - .. . . . oL
Dm>s. Well well no ma&tet—A megggpaq*
fellow ?
Fer. The old tlema.n has bcen robb'd,. wd .
is wxl)lmg that I?hould rexmburfe hls f:&s
afide :
(fDmS It grows. hgbter 1 thmk I 'can dxf.
tmgmfh the path I loft—follow me, my hero, and
oing fuddenly tyrns and looks fledfafily at Fer-
nﬁ 0.) Zounds, Senor, I hope yon are not in
paﬂion, for Lthxnk you look fix foot - lugh
a in. .
g;'er A Rrange, mad old fellow this! (g[m't ) :
Don 8. -Thefe rafcals may rally, “fo come
along to my Ccattle,-and my daughter Vi&oria
{hall welcome the preferver of her father.
: . Fer..:
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Fer. Your daughiter, Vi&toria ! Then, perhaps,
Sir, you are Don Bripio, iny idtcndcd father-in.
faw ?
Den S. Eh! Why' is it poffible that you can
be my expeted fon, Fernando? -
Fer. The fame, Sir, and was on my journey
to your Caftle when benighted in the forcﬁ here.
an . Oh, my dear boy? (embraces lnm)
Damivd mean of him t4" take wy purfe tho'—
.) Ah, F ernando, you were refolv’d to -
touch'{bme of ' your wnfc’s fortune bcfmwe-hand
Fer. Sir—1— '
"Don 8. Hufh! You haVe the money and ,
keep'it’s aye; and theringtob ; I'm glad it’s not
one U;n’of i‘ht fztmly——Hcy, it gmws lighter—
ome '
Fer. My rafcal Pedrillo is fall’'n aﬂcep fomch
‘where. (Yz whiflle without),

" Don'S. No, we're not fafé here—-(!ome thcn,
my dear—brave valiant—Curs’d paltxy to take
my pnrfc tho’, (afie) = ' [ Exeunt.

(who had bem I ﬁemng, advante.r ) So
then om' old gentlétan is fither to Victoria, my
“young bnnker Alphonfo‘s miftrefs, and the other

. 18 Fernando his dreaded rival—this is the firft
time they ever faw each other too.——He hasa
fervatit tod, and his name ‘Pedrillo—a thought,
firikes nre,if'I could by ¢rofs paths but get to
the caftle beforé *ém; 1'd raife a moft delicious
cotfimotiont=In troubled ‘waters 1 throw my
ﬁlhmg—hook—(Wb /t/e wztboul ) Excufc me, gen-

l'm enga d
¢ g' [Extt oppofite fide.
‘R 2 | SCENE
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" 8CENE IV.

An apartment in Dox Scip10’s cqfiles
Enter VictoRr1a and CATALINA.

Cat. Nay, dear madam, do not fubmit to ge
into the nunnery, *
- Vie. But, Catalina, my father defires-1 fhoul
take the veil, and a parent’s voigce is the call o
heaven! .
¥ Cat. Heav'n! Well, tho’ the fellaws: fweay
Pm an angel, this world is good emongh for me
;ll‘),cvar 'm, | with I could but orice feg you
D 40VC, . ST . i,
- Vic. Heigh ho! Catilina, I wounder what ﬁ:{t
of gentleman. this Don Fernando is, whe is ¢on .
tradted to me, and hoyrly expeded.at the cattle}
.. Gat, A beautiful man, lwarrant—Bq;,,Mq;?

[ Ifab ®

not content with making your father by flights

-and ill-ufage, force your brother, poor Don Czfar,

to run about the world<in the Lord knows what
wild courfes, but the now has perfuaded the old
gentleman to pafs her daughter on Don Ferpanda
ﬁle is flaunting, fo be-
jewell’d and be-plum’d—Well, if I was you, they
might take my birth-right—but my bufband—
take my man~the deuce thould take them firft!
Ab, no! if I ever do go to heav’n I'll have a

.fmart lad in my company. Send you to a nun-

nery! «

Vic. Was my fond mother alive ! —Catilina, my

father will certainly marry this Dame lfabel;
» lam
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Iam now an alien to his affe&ions, bereft of
every joy and every hopes I fhall quit the world
without a figh.

“AIR—Viftoria: = "

Ah, folitude, take sy diftrefs, o0
My griefs llunbofem to thee,

3 czls;eug h thou can’ft gently reprefyy -
- Thy falence is mufictome.. ~ ~ * °

67 Wpt e o my o may g L
. i .) For fpgnce let me fly the gay throng, . :

To fo ) o
Yet forsow’s the theme of my fong.

, [Exit Vidtoria,

- Cet. I'd quit this caftle as foon 2s ever Doana
Vi@oria enters a nunnery—Shall I go with her?
No; {'was never made for 2 nun—Aye, Y1l back
to the vipeyard, and if myfweetheart Philippe;
is'as fund as ever, whoknows-+} was his queea
of 3l the girls, tho*' the charming youth was
the “guitdr; flute, fiddle’ and hautboy - of - our

?

S0 ATR—Catilina,

ten my forrows I fing

) <2 IVIRET

Like my dear fwain, nio youth you’d fee
Sa blythe, [0 gay, fo full of ‘glee,
In all our-village who but he
-4 ¢ To foat it up fa featly=-s

ll-Iis lute to hear, - '

From far and near, -

Each female came,

Both girland dame,

?nd all his boon

or every tune,

: Fo kifs them round fo fweetly
. White

v
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While round him'in the jocund ring; Rt
We nimbly dapc’d, he'd play opfing; * .
Of may, the youth was chofen king v
He caught our ears fo neatly.
Such mufic rare,
In his. gllital',
But touch his flute
‘The crowd was mute,
His only boon . R
Forevery tune, ' . ,3“
To'kifs us round fo fweetly. . ‘{54,
. [ . 2la.

Is

Enter VAsQUEz, introducing Spap@i: - - -

" Vaf. Tll inform dame Ifabel, Sir—pleafe to
wait 2 moment. [ Exit Vafquez.
Spa. Sir!—This dame Ifabel is, it feems, a wi-
dow-gentlewoman, whom Don :Scipio 'h¥s “te-
"tain’c? ever fince the death of his lady, as fiprényé
“dire&refs over his family, has fuch an afcendaticy
here, that fhe has even prevail’d on him, to drive
his own fon out of his houfe, and, ha, ha, ha! is
now drawing the old Don into a matn}h,onial
noofe, ha, ha,ha! I amtold, rules the rodft here
in the caftle—Yes, yes, fhe’s my mark-<Hem?*
Now for my ftory, but my fcheme isupif I tell
a fingle truth—Ah, no fear of that.—Oh,; this
way {he moves— : B

Enter Damé 1saper, and VAsQuer.

If. Don Scipio not return'd! A foolith old
man, rambling about at this time of night!
Stay, Vafquez, where’s this firange, ugly, little
fellow you faid wanted to fpeak with me?

Vaf. (confufed.) Madam, I did not fay ugly——

Spa. No matter, young man-wHem !

. [Exit Vafguez.
. Well,
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. ?‘ Well, Sir;.pray who are you ?

" Spa. (bowing obfequieufly.) Madam, I have the
honour to be confidential fervant and fecretary
to Don Juan, father to Don Fernando de Zelva.

If. Don Fernando! Heav’ns! is he arrived ?
Here, Vafquez, Lopez, Diego! (calling.) '

- 8pa. Hold, madam ; he is not arriv’d ! Moft
fagacious lady, pleafe to lend your attention for a
few moments to an affair of the higheft impor-
tance to Don Scipio’s family. My young mafter
iscominge~,. . . /

If. Well, Sir! -

pa,,o»'lpco%.‘

-If. Incog!

Spa. Madam, you fhall hear—(afide) Now for -
a Jie warth twenty piftales—The morning before
s departure,- Don Fernando calls me into his

« clofet, and fhutting the door, Spado, fays he,
you know this obflinate father of mine has en- -
£3g'd me to marry a lady I have never feen, and
to.morrow, by his order I fet out for Don Scipio
her father’s caftle, for that purpofe; but, fays
kg, firiking his breaft with one hand, twifting
las muftachios with the other, and turning up
?u eyes—if, when I fee her, the don’t. hit my

ancy—I'll not marry her, by the —!! [
fhan’t mention his oath before you, madam.

If. No, pray don’t, Sir.

Spa. Theretore, fays he, 1 defign to drefs Pe-
drillo, my arch dog of a valet, in a fuit of my
clothes, and he thall perfonate me at Don Scipio’s
caftle, while 1, in a livery, pafs for him—If I
like the lady, 1 refume my own charaéter, and
take her hand, if not, the deteit continues, and
Pedtillo weds Donna Vié&oria, juft to warn pa.l

: : renta

PN

™
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remtal tyranby how it'dared to clap dp tdarriage
withodt confisiting our inclinations, ©. + - -
If. Her#s a difcovery'l fo then, it’s my poor
child that muft have fall’n into this{nare~—(afide.)
Well, good Ste! ~ - -
Spa. ~ Atid, icontinued he Spado, I .appoaint
you my trufty fpy in this Don Sciplo’s family ;
to cover our defigns, let it be a fecret that you’
belotig to me, and I fhin’t feem even to know
you—You'll eafily get a footing in the family,
fays he, by impofing fome lic or othef. npon a
foolith woman I’'m told is in the caftle, Dame
Ifabel, I think they calbher. - . .
IJf. He fhall find I'm not fo eafily impos'd
gpon.’ SR R
Spa. 1faid fo, madam ; faysk, a Jady of Dame
Ifabel’s wifdom muft foon find me out were 1 to
tell her a lie. »
If.. Ay, that I fhould, Sir.

Enter Vasquiz.- -

_ Vaf. Oh, Madam ! ‘my mafter is return’d and
Don Fernando de Zelva with hi: -
: o . [ Exit Vofques.
If. Don Fernando! O, then, this is the
valet, but I'll give bim a welcome with a ven-
geance! ) o .
Spa. Hold, Madam ! Suppofe for a little fport,
you feem to hismour the deteit, only to fee how
the fellow ats his part, he'll play the gentieman
very well I warranc; he is an excellent mimic;
for, you muft know, Ma’am, this Pedrillo’s: mo-
ther was a Gypfy, his father a Merry Andrew to
a Mountebank, and he himfelf five years Trum-
-petef to a company of Strolling Players, .
1. So,
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" If. So, It was likkely to have a'hopeful fon-in-
law—Good Sir, we are eternally indebted to you
for this timely ‘notice of - the impofition. o
Spa. Fhave done the common duties of amr ho-
neft man—I have been long in the family and
. can’t fee ‘my mafter make fuch a fool of himfelf
without endeavouring to prevent any mifchance
in conféquence. o :
~ If. Dear Sir, I befeech you be at home under
tiisreof, ptay be free, and want for nothing the
houfeaffords. =
Spa. {bsws.) Good Madam! I'll want for no-
. thing I can lay my fingers on. (afide.)’
N ~ (Exit Spado.)
If. Heaven’s! what an honeft foulit is! what
a tucky difcovery! Oh, here comes my darling
gil;l ! T o .

Enter LORENZA, (mégm)‘icmtér drefs°d.)

Lor. Oh, cara Madre! See, behold I—Can .1
fail of captivating Don Fernando ? Don’t Ilook
harming? = . ' :

If. Why, Lorenza, I muft fay the toilet has
doneit's'thuty, I'm glad to fee you in fuch fpirits,
my deatichildt . i
""Lor. - Spirits! ever gay, ever fprightly, chear-
ful as alark—but, my dear mother—

“#f: Mother! Huth, my love ! you forget you
are now to pafs for Donna Victoria, Don Scipio’s
‘Jaugliter; and'for that purpofe, [ had you
-brénght from Italy—It feems your young Ma-
drid Lover, Alphonfo too, thinks you Victoria,
but you muft forget him, child. .

Lor. Yes—but how fhall I forget my Florence
Lover, my dear Ramirez ? 1love him, Alphonfa

vor. L s ¢ loves
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loves me, and here for the fake of Fortune muft
I give my hand to this Don Fernando, when there
caggt poffibly be any loveon either fide. -

1f. Trequeft, my dear, you’ll net think of:this
Ramxrcz—-cv n-from your. own aceount of him,.
. he.maft be a perfon of motft diflolute principles—
fortunately he knows you only by your name of.
Lorenza, I hope he won’t find you out here. -

Lor. Then, farewell, loving Alphonfo—Adieu,
belov’d Ramirez! In obedience to your -com-
mands, Madam, I fhall accept of this Don Yer-
nando; and as a hufband, I wnll love him if I
can— -

AlIR Lorenza.

Love! gay illufion!

Pleafing delufion, ,

With {weet intrufion,
Pofleffes the mind,

~.Love with love peeting Lo
Paflion'is ﬂectmg ; . :
Vows in repeating -
We truﬁ to the wmd

Faxth to faith 1ghted
Love may be blighted 5
. Hearts often flighted
Will ceafc to be kind.

. Eﬁi&r VAstni. L
Vaf. Madam-—my mafter and Don Fcrnando.

-1/ Has Don Fernando a fervant with’ him? "
Vaf. No Madam. :
If. Oh, when he comes, takc notice of /mn.

Enter
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4

o tEnyer Don Serr1o and Franawpo. -

Don'S. Oh, my darling dame, and my delicate:
daughter; blefs your ftars that you fee poor Scipio
alive again—Behold my fon-in-law and the pre-
ferver of my life—Don Fernando, there’s your:
fpouls; and this is Donna Ifabella, a lady of vaft
merit, of which my heart is fenfible. x

Fer.” Madam ! "~ (falutes Ifabelia.)

If. Whatan impudent fellow! - . (afide.)-

Don'S. Dear Fernando, you are as- welcome
to this caftle as flattery to a lady, but there fhe
is—bill and coo—embrace, carrefs her.

(Ferdinand falutes Lorenza.)

Lor. If I had never feen Ramirez, I fhould

think the man tollerable enough ! - (afide)

Don S. Ha! ha! this fhall be the happy night

—Eh. Dame lfabel, by our agreement, before
the lark fings I take poﬂ'cﬂioq of this noble tene~
ment. - :

Fer. Don Scipio, I hop’d to have the honour-

~ of feeing your fon, o

Don §. My fon! Who, Cxfar? Oh, Lord!
¢He''—He was a—turn’d ‘out a profligate—Sent
" Ihm to [taly—got into bad company—don’t know

* what’s become of him—My-dear friend, if you.
would not offend me, never mention Cafar
in my hearing. Egad—Eh, my dainty dame, is
not Don Fernando a fine fellow!

If. Yes, he’s well enough for a trompeter.

Don §. Trumpeter! (with furprife) what do”
you mean by that? Oh, becaufe T'found his -
praife;  but, Madam, he’s a cavalier of noble
birth, title, fortune, and valour—

/- Don Scipio, a word if you pleafe.

. (pakes bim afide)
Ler.

’ $ 2



I—\

134, THE CASTLE OF ANDALUSFA,’
AR —QUINTETTO:
D. Scipio. Senor! (to Pedrilld)

Your wits muft be keener, -
Our prudence to elude,
Your fine plot,
. Tho’ fopat,
Will do you little good.
Pedrille. My fine plot!
C I’m a fot,
If I know what
Thefe gentlefolks are at,
Fernando. - Paft-the perils of thenight,
Tempefts, darknefs, rude alarms ;"
Phcebas rifes clear and bright,
In the luftre of your charms.
Lorenza. - O, charming, I declare,
So polite a cavalier!

He underftands the duty,

Angd homage due to beauty.
D. Scipio Bravo! O bravifimo!
Lorenza. Caro! O cariflimo !

How fweet his honey words,
How nobleis his mien! -
D. Scipio. Fine feathers make fine birds,
, The footman’s to be feen.
But both deferve a bafting !

Pedrillo. Since morning I’ve been fafting.
D. Sipio. - Yetl could laugh foranger,
Pedrills. Oh, Icould cry for hanger. -~ *°
. D. Scipia. I could laugh.
Padrillo X could cry.
D. Scipio. I could quaff,
Pedrillo. Socould I. .
© D. Scipia. Ha, ha, ha! I’min a fit.
Pedrillo. Oh, I could pick a little bit,
© D. Scipio. Ha, ha, ha! .
Pedrith. Oh, oh, eh!
Lorenza. A very pleafant party ! -
Fernando. A whimfical reception! B
D Scipio. A whimfical deception!

But mafter apd man accept a welcome hex
Fernanda. ] Accept our thanks fincere, for fuch a welg
Pedrills hearty. : ) '

Exbp dE Acy L
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[
NIRRT

ACT IL

SCENE I

An Afart)nmt in the Cajtle.
Enter Dox CxEsar (with precaution.)

Dox Casar,

THUS far I've got into the Cifile unperceived
.~I’m certain Sanguino means the old gentle-
man a mifchief, which pature bids me endea-
vour to prevent, I faw the rafcal flip in at the
poftern below; but where can ke have got to !
(A fliding pamzel opens in the wainfeot, Enter thro®
32 SanguiNo ) Yes, yonder he iffues like a rat -
ora fpider.—How now, Sanguino!.

“Sang. Captain Ramirez !

DonC. On enterprize without - my know. -
ledge ! What’s your bufinefs here ?

Sang. Revenge! Look—( /hews a _/izl]etto) if

I meet Don Scxpxo—- ,
Don
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Don C. 1 command you to quit your puts
fe. '
PoScng. What, fid fatisfaction for my wound

laft night, and lofe thy booty too !

Don C. Your wound was chance=-Put up—
We fhall have noble booty hete, and that’s our
bufinefs—But you fcem to know your ground
here, Sanguino?

Sang. 1 was formerly Mafter of the Horfe to
Count D’Olivi the laft refident, fo.am well acs
quainted with the galleries, lobbies, windings,
turnings, and every fecret lurking place in the
caftle.

Don C. Ha, ha, ha! Well, I have hope o’er
our booty here, we can afford to laugh at paft

N dangers. ‘

AIR.—Don Cefar.

" As homeward from the neighb’ring fair,
His grain well fold, difpell’d his care, -
With jocound hafte the thrifty fwain
Trips o’er the mead and kims ke plain,

. He ftops ! He views--.Oh, dire amaze! .
His ftock, his cottageall a blaze! =

But haft’ning on he lopks arourd,
The heath’s on fire---to clear his ground,
is jovial friends to meet kim come,
‘To thaunt the cheerful welcome home ; = *
With heart-felt joy the found he hears,
_And laughs away his former fears.

1 miﬁ Spado at the mufter this motning—did
be quit the cave with you ? .
Spa. (without) As fure as I'm alive it’s faQ,
o - o
Don C. Isn’t that his voice ?

‘
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Sn;» ﬂible !
Dor'€. Huth! (they retirey =

Enter Dou SCIPIO ah? Srmo. B

DmS Yes, I've heard of fuch lacés 5 “but

you fay you've Bee in the cave' here ‘thefe
1 banditti live 2’ ‘

;. Moft certainly, fir; for~ after hmng
rb a ;,he of five hundred doubloons,. the wick-
c%f rb ues barbarouily. ftripp’d,- tied me neck and

“threw me acrofs # mule like a fack

c&h ‘ind led me blmdfold to their mfemal
;:a.vern N

;* DanS. Poor fellow ! -

~ 8pa. There, Sir, in this fkulkmg hole the
villains live in all manner of debauchery, and
ﬁ:rt out upon the innocent traveller like beafts

prey.

Dou):? Oh, . the tygers ! Juﬂz fo they fafened
upon me laft mght, but yeur fellow fervant
' Pedrillo, our- fham Fermando, madé ’em run’
like hares; I. gave him' my- purfe for his.
trouble tho'.

Spa. And he . took it ! what' a2 mean fellow !
—you ought not to have ventured out un.
~ arm’d—I always take a blunderbufs. when I go
upon the road—the rafcal : bandn:ts are-moft pi-

tiful cowards, .
~ Don §. What a-glorious thing to deliver thefe
reprobates into the hands of juitice.

Spa. Ah,. Sir, ’twould:be a bleffed affair—
Oh, I'd hang em up like mad dogs !

Don.S. Well, youfay you know the.cave?

Spa. Yes, yes, 11lipp’d the handkerchief from”
my eyes and took a peep, made particular ob-:

" VOL, I, T ferva-
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fervations of the fpot; fo get a ftrong guard,

Snd Ill lead you to the very trap door of their

en. -

Don §. then we’ll furprize them, and yowll

have the prayers of the whole country, my ho-

neft friend. :

Spa. Heav’n knows, Sir, I have no mo-
tives for this difcovery bat the publick good, fo.
I expet the country will order me a hundred
piftoles as a reward for my honefty.

Don C. Here’s apretty dog! (apart.)

Sang, Ay, ay, he han’t.long to live.

. (apart.)}
Don §. An hundred piftoles! -
Spa. Sir, have an eye upon their Captain as

they call him, he’s the moft abandon’d, impu-

dent, profligate—((fuddenly turning fees Don Czfar,
who fbews a piftel.) Captain did ffay. (terrified.)

Oh, no; the Captain’s a very worthy good na-.

tur’d fellow—I meant a fcoundrel, who thinks

he ought to be Captain, one Sanguino, -the.
moft daring, wicked and bloedy villain that—
(turning: the other way perceives Sanguino with a
2ifol.) but indeed, I found Sanguino an honeft
good natured fellow too—(witk increafed terror)

Don S. Hey, a bloody, wicked, honeft, good--
natur'd fellow! what is all this ? o ¥

Spa. Yes ; then, Sir, I rhought, I faw thefe
two gentlemen, and at that inftant, 1 thought
they looked fo terrible, that with the fright, 1
awoke. T

Don §. Awoke ! what then, is all this but a

. dream you have been telling me ? i .

Spa. Ay, fir, and the moft frightful dream I
ever had in my life. D’mat this inftant fright’n<

ed out of my wits,
Don
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Don §. You do look frighten’d indeed——poor
man ! I thought this cave was— '
. Spa. Don’t mention the cave or I faint—
heigho ! - :

Enter VasQuez.

; Vaf: Dame Habel would fpeak with you,
r. :

Don §. Pl wait on her, -

Spa. Yes I'll wait on her. (going hafiily.)

Don S. You! fhe don’t want you..

Spa. Dear Sir, the can’t do without me at this
time. [Exit Don Seipia.
Icome. (going.) . :

Dan C. No you fay.=(pulls bim back.) A

Spa. Ah, my dedr Captain. (affecting furprize
and joy.) What, and'¥ny little Sanguino too!
‘Who could of thought of your finding me out
here! , o

DorC. Yes; you are found out, '

~ Spa. Such difcoveries ‘as I'have made in the
caftle !-— ' o . »
" Don C. You’re to make difcoveries in the foreft
too.
. Sang. Our cave! L

Spa. Oh, you bverheard that ! Didn’t I hum
the old fellow finely ? Ha, ha, ha !

- Sang. And for your reward, traitor, take this
"toyourheart. - " [Offers tofab bim.

Don. C. Hold, Sanguino

Spa. Nay, my dear Sanguino, ftay ! What the
devil—So here, I can’t run a jeft upon a filly old
man, but I muft be run thro’ with a ftiletto |

‘ -+ . Don

T3
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Don. C. Come, Spado, confefs what really
brought you here.

Spas. Bufinefs, my dear Sir, . buﬁnefs all in
- our own way too, for I defign’d to let every man
of you into the caftle this very night, when all
the family are in. bed, and plunder s the word—
Oh, fuch a delicious booty ! pvramids of plate,
hags of gold, and little chefts of diamonds |

Sang. Indeed! ,

Spa. Sanguino, look at that xlofct.

Sang. Well!

Spa. A glorioys prize !

Sang, Indeed

Spa. Six - chefts of maﬂ'y plate ! Look, only
look into the clofet ; wait here a memens, and
I'll fetch 3 maﬁer-key that fhall open evtry one
of them.
DouC. Hey! Let’s fegthofechefts.  °
Sang. Maﬂy plate! Quick, quxck, the mafter

y.
Spa. I'll fetch it.
Sang. Do, but make hafte, Spado.
Spa. 1 wxll my dear boy.
[ Exit Sanguino intotbe clofet.
My good—honeﬁ—Oh, you two thieves! (afde.)
[ Exit Spado.
Bon C, Yes, Ylk avail my felf of the powerymy
influence over our Banditti has put. into my
hands; this night fhall gWe me pofleflion of the
caftle ; .I’ll fee if terror can’t reftore that right of
which injuftice has deprived me—perform my
_promife to Alphonfo, quit my honeft compani-
.ops—carry. my fpoil to Florence, and. with my
fond little Lorenza-enjoy the delights.of love and
competence.

ke

 Re-enter
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" Re-enter SANGUINO:

Sang. A valuable booty, I dare fay, Cap-
tain, -

Don C. (Locking in.) Ay, to judge by the -
fc;rm of the chefts they do feem fulg of clumfy old
plate.

Sang. If we can but convey it off.
Don S. Yes. but I infift, Sanguino, no more
of the poniard. , ‘ o
* 8ang. 1t’s fheath’d —Enough—But, Captain,
if this little rafcal, Spado, fhould turn informét

and difcover us; s -
Don S. (without) VIl be with you prefently,
Dame. - '
Dem€. Away, a way, to your lurking
place. o
Sang. Yes, yes, thofe pregnant chéfts muft be
\ [they bafiily retire into pannel.

Enter Don Scirro.

Pon§. Now, Spado, I—=hey, where is my
fittle dreammer ? but why is this door open; this -
clofet contains many valuables—~Why will they
leaveit open ? Let’s fee—{(goes into the clofer.) .

_ Enter Spavo (with a portmanteau.)

qu. (as entering.) 1 have no key—How-
eve? I ‘have ftol'n Don Fernando’s portmana-
teau' a5 'd peace offerimg for thefe two rafe
cals!" (lays it on table.) Are'you there! What
a pity the coming of my fellow-rogues!
I fhould have had the whole caftle to n;);-f-

<lf -

\
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felf—Oh, what .2 charming feat of work for
a man of my induftry—(/peaking at clofet door.)
You find the chefis. there—~You may convey
them out at night, and as for cutting Don Sci-
pio’s throat—that I leave to s

Enter Dox Scie10,

Don S. Cut my throat !—What are you at
your dreams again?

Spa. (afide) Oh, zonnds!—Yes Sir, as I was
telling you. '

* DonS. Of alittle fellow you have the worft
dreams I ever heard.

Spa. Shocking Sir—then I thought—

Don S. Hold, hold, let me hear no more of
your curit dreams.

Spa. I’ve got off, thanks to his credulity.

‘ [afide.

Don S. What portmanteau’s that ?

Spa. I’m onagain! (afide.)

Don §. Fernando’s I think.

Spa. (affelling furprife) What, my mafter’s—
fo it is.—But I'wonder who could, have brought
it here.—Ay, ay, my fellow fervant Pedrillo is
now too grand tomind his bufinefs;—And my
mafter I ind, tho’ he has taken the habit fcorns
the office of a fervant—So I muft look after the
things myfelf.

Don 8. Ay, ay, take care of them.

Spa. Yes, Sir, I’ll take care of them !

Don §. Ha, ha, ha! what a firange whim-
fical fellow this mafter of yours! with his plots
and difguifes.—Think to impofe upon me too.—
But I think I'm far from a fool, - '

- Spa.
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. Spa. (looking archly at bim.) That’s more than
am. :
Don 8. So he pretends not to know you, tho’
he has fent you here asafpy to fee what you
can pickup?

Spa. Yes, Sir, I came here to fee what I can
pick up. (takes up the portmanteau.)

Don §. What an honeft fervant! hehas an eye
toewvery thing. - - [ Exit Don Scipio.

Spa. But before I turn hone{t I muft get
fomewhat to keep me fo,

 AIR—Spado,

In the forefthere hard by,
A bold robber late wasI,
Sword and blunderbufs in hand,
. When I bid a trav’ller ftand ;
Zounds deliver up your cafh,
- Or ftrait I'll pop and flafh,
All amoa%the leaves fo green-o,
amme, fir,
If you ftir, =
Sluice your veins,
Blow your’brains,
- Hey down. -
“"i'h ' Hodbwn, .
qury, derry down, .
2\11 amongﬁ; the quves fo green-o. .

IO . , AII

Soon I’ll gnit the roving trade,
When a gentleman I’m made ;
Then fo {pruce and debonnme,
’Gad, .I'll courta lady fair ;
How I'll prattle, tattle, chat,
- How I’ll kifs her, and all that,
All amongtt the leaves fo green-o!
How d’ye da ?
How are you ? _
Why
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Why fo coy ?
Let us toy,
Hey down, :
Hodown, . : TR
Derry, derry down,, P
All among#t the leaves fo green-o.

jec g

But ere old, 'and grey my pate,
I'll fcrape up a fnug eftate ;- _
With my nimblenefs of thnmbs, .- -
Pl feon butter all my crumbg.
When I’m juftice of the peace,
Then I’Il mafter many a leafey
All amongft the leaves {o green-0. - -
Wif profound, . S
Belly round, S .
Sit at eafe.
Snack the fees,
Hey down,
Ho down; o
Derry, derry down, Lo o
All amongft the leaves fo green-9, . [&xite

SCENE IL
A4 Saleon. o
Enter FERNANDo.‘ RN

Fer. A wild fcheme of my father’s to think -of
an alliance with this mad family ;—yes, DPon
Scipio’s brain is certainly touch’d -beyond ¢ure,

~ hisdaughter, my cara fpofa of Italy don’t fuit
ay idea of what a wife {hould be—no, the love-
ly novice, this poor relation of Dame Ifabel has
caught my heart. I'm told te.morrow fhe’s I:th
y : - e.
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be immur’d in a convent; what if 'I afk Dame

Ifabel, if—but fhe, and indeed Don Scipio carry

themfelves very ftrangely towards me—1I can’t
¢ imagine what’s become of my rafcal Pedrillo.

. Enter PEDRILLO, in an elegant morning gown, cap
and flippers.

Ped. Strange, the refpedt I meet with in this fa-
- mily: I liope we don’t take horfe after my mal-
ter’s wedding: I fhou’d like to marry here my-
felf—before I unrobe I’ll attack one of the maids¥
—Faith a very modifh drefs to go courting in—
hide my livery and I am quite gallant.

Fer. Ob, here’s a gentleman I haven’t feen yet.

Pedy Tal de rol - S '

Fer. Pray, Sir, may I—Pedrillo! (furprifed)
where have you—hey! what, ha, ha, ha! what’s
the matter with you!

Ped, Matter '—Why Sir, I don’t know how
.it was, but fome how or other laft night, I hap-
pen’d to fit down to a fupper of only twelve co-
vers, crack’d two bottles of choice wine, flept in
an embroider’d bed, where I funk in down, and
lay *till this morning like a diamond in cotton. -
—So, indeed, Sir, I don’t know what’s the mat-
ter with me.

Fer. 1 can’t imagine how, or what it all
.means.

Ped. Why, Sir, Don Scipio, being a gentle-
man of dilcernment, perceives my worth, and
values it.

Fer. Then Sir, if you are a gentleman of fuch
prodigious merit, be fo obliging, with fubmiffion
to your cap and gown, to—pull off my boots.
(Pedrillo foops)

'~ YoL. I v Enter
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Enter Vasquez.

Vaf. Sir, “the ladies wait breakfaﬁ for yoﬂ.
(to Pedrilloy who rifes baftily.)

" Fer. My'refpects, I attend ‘em. -

Vaf. You! I mean his honour here.

Ped. Oh, you mean my honour here.

Fer. ‘Well, ‘but perhaps my good friend, 1

- may c¢hufe a ‘dith of chocolate as well as his ho-
‘nour here.

- 'Vaf. Chocolate, "ha, ha, ha! (with 2 fncer)

- Ped. Chocolate, ha, ha, ha!

Fer, Pl teach you to kugh, Sirrah! C j}nke:
" Pedrillo) «

Ped. Teach me to. laugh ! you ‘may be'a good :
“mafter, ‘but - you’ve-aivery ‘bad metbod—hby for
ch8colate anid the ladies. -

[ Exeunt Pedrillo and Vafguez:

‘Fer. Don Scipio fhall’render me an account
-for this treatment, bear' his céntempt, and be-
come the batt for the jefts 'of his infolent fer-

~vants! -As I don’t like his daughter, I have now
- afair excufe, and indeed a jufl caufe to break
‘my- contrad, and quit ‘his caftle; -bat then, I
leave behind the mitirefs ofimy foul —-Suppofc I
make her a tender of my heart—but that might
' offend, asthe muft know my hagad is engaged to
another.—When 1 look’d, fhe turn’d her lovely
eyes avertcd-—-doom’d to a nunnery !

AIR.— Fernando.

) My fair one like the bluthing rofe, ~
Can {weets to every fenfe diiclofe :
*[hofe fweets I’d gather, but her fcorn
‘Then wounds me like the fharpeft thorn.

. A¥ish
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‘With fighs each grace.and charm I fee
Thus doom’d to wither on the tree,

?Till age-thall chide the thonghtlefs maid,
When all-thofe blooming beauties fade. |

'Hey, who comes here ? oh the fmart little Sou-
brette who feems fo much attach’d to the beauti-
ful novmc—No harm to fpeak with her——

Enter CATALINA;

So, my pretty primrofe ! :

Cat. How doj you do, My.—(pert and famz\
liar) 1 don’t know your name.

Fere Not know my name! You muﬂ: know:
who I am tho’, and my bufinefs here, child ?

Cat. Lord, man, what fignifies your going

about to fift me.when the whole family knows -

. you're Don Fernando’s foatmap.

Fer. Am I faith? Ha, ha, ha! I’ll humor this
—+(afidey Well, them, my dear, yon kpow that [
am only Dan Ecmandcx $ footman ?

Cat. Yes, yes, we know that, noththﬁandmg

our. fine clothes.

“Fer.. But where’s my mafter 2

.Gat. Don Fernando! he’s parading the gallery
.yonder in his tham livery and morning-gown.

Fer. Oh, this accounts for twelve covers at
fupper, and the embroider’d bed; but who, could
have fet fuch a jelt a going? I’ll‘carry it on tho’
~—(afide) So then after all I am known here ?

Cat. Ay, and if all the impoftors in the caftle
were as well known, we thou’d have no wedding
to-morrow night.

Fer. Something elfe will out—1I’ll feem to be
in the fecret, and perliaps may come at it—

va (i)

1
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(efide) Ay, ay, that piece of deceit is much
worfe than ours: -

Cat. That! what then you know that this Ita«
lian lady is not Don Scipio’s danghter, bug

* Dame [fabel’s, and her true name Lorenza ?

Fer. Here’s a difcovery! (afide) Oh yes, I
know that. .

Cat. You do! Perhaps you know too, that
the young lady you faw me fpeak with juft now
is the real Donna Victoria?

Fer. Is it poflible! Here’s a piece of villainy }
(afidey Charming! let me kifs you, my dear
gul. (kiffes ber)

Cat. Lord, he’s a delightfil man! (afide)

Fer. My little angel, a thoufand thanks for thig
precious difcovery. ‘ '

Cat.” Difcovery !—Well if you did not know
it before, hang’ your aflurance, I fay—but L
muft about my bufinefs, can’t play the lady as
you play’d the gentleman, I've fomething elle-
to do ; fo I defire you won't keep kiffing me herg
all day, ' L

_ AIR.—CataIina,

I have a lover of my own,
So kind and true is he;

As true, I love but him alone,
And he loves none but me.

I boaft not of his velvet down,
On cheeks of rofy hue,

His fpicy breath, his ringlets brown j
I prize the heart that’s true, ‘

So to all elfe I muft fay nay;
They only fret and teaze:

Dear youth, ’tis you alone that may
Come court me when you pleafe.

I play*(j
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* I play’d my love a thoufand tricks,
‘ In feeming coy and fhy ;
?Twas enly, ’ere my heart I'd fix,
I thought his love to try,

So to all elfe, &e. o [Exit,

Fer. Why what a villain is this Don Scipio!
wngrateful to—but I fcorn to think of the fer-

wices I render’d him laft night in the foreft, a

falfe friend to my father, an nnnatural parent to
his amiable daughter! Here my charmer comes,

[Retires,

Enter V1CTORIA,

Vic. Yes Catalina muft be miftaken, it is im-
poffible he can be the fervant, no, no; that dig-
nity of deportment and native elegance of man-
ner can never be affum’d, yonder he walks, and
my fluttering heart tells me, this is really the
amiable Fernando, that I muft refign to Dame
Ifabe)’s daughter.— :

Fer. Stay, lovely Victoria!

Vic. Did you call me, Sir! Heay’ns what have
I faid ! (¢onfufed) 1 mean, Senor, wou’d you wifh
to {peak with Donna Victoria ? I'll inform her,
Sir. (going) : :

Fer. Oh, I cou’d fpeak to her for ever, for
ever gaze upon her charms, thus transfix’d with
wonder and delight. . :

Vie. Pray, Senor, fuffer me to withdraw.

, Fer. For worlds I wou’d mnot offend; but
think not lady, tis the knowledge of your qua-
Jity that attracts my admiration, ‘

Vie, Nay, Senor——e

Fer,
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Fer. 1 know you to be Don Seipio’s daugh.
ter, the innocent victim of injuftice and oppref-
fion, therefore I acknowledge to you, and you
alone, that whatever you may have heard to the
eontrary, I really am Fernando:de Zdlva.

Vie. Senor, how you became acquainted with
the feeret of my birth I know not; but from an
acquaintance fo recent, your compliment I re.
ccive- as a mode of polite gallantsy without a
purpofe. B

Fer. What your modefty pegards as.cold comna
pliments, are fentiments, warm with the deareft
purpofe ; I came hither to ratify a contract with
Don Scipio’s dapghter! "you are his daughter,
the beautiful Victoria, deftin’d for the happy
Fernando.—~Concurrent to a parent’s will, my
hand is your’s already. And thus on my knees
et me make an humble tender of my-eart. ,

Vic. Pray, rife, Senor!—My-father perhapg
even to himfelf cannot juitify his conduct to me;
~—But to cenfure that, or to pervert his inten<
tions, wou’d in me be a breach of filial duty.

AIR.—Vigoria.

By woes thus furrounded, how vain the gay fmile.
: OF the little blind archer, thofe woes to beguile ¥
Tho’ fkilful, he miffes, his aim it is croft,
His quiver exhautted, his arraws are loft.
Your love, tho’ fincere, on the abje& you lofe,
(4fide) How fweet is the pafion! Ah, muft I refufed
If filial affe@ion that paffion fhould fway, ‘
Then love’s gentle di&ates I cannot obey.

Fer. And do you, can you wifh me to efpoufa
Signora Lorenza, Ifabella’s daughter 2—Say you
do not, do but fatisfy.me fo far. :

) - Vie,
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Vic. Senor, do mot defpife me if I own, that

before I faw in you the hufband of Don Scipio’s

~daughter, I did not once regret that I had Joft
that title. : :

Fer. A thoufand thanks for this generous, this
amiable condefcenfion;~~Oh, my Victoria! If
fortune but favours my .defign, you fhall yet
itrintmph over the malice of your enemries.

Vic. ¥onder is Dame Ifabel, if fhe fees yotu
fpeaking to me, fhe’ll be early to fruftrate what~
‘ever you may purpofe for my advantage. -Se-
Bor farewell| - :

Fer, My life, my love adieu!

-DUET.—Vittoria and Fernando, i

- Idalian queen, to thee we pray,
& «  Record ‘each tender ¥ow ;
;. Asaight gives place to chearful day;
Let hopes of future blifs allay,
The pangs we fuffer now.

[Exit Vis.

Fer. This is fortunate; the whole family ex-
_cept Vitoria, are firmly pofleft with the idea

“that I am but the fervant.—Well, fince they will

have me an impofior, they fhall find me one;
In heav’n’s name, let them continue in their
miftake, and beftow their mock Vi&tdria upon
my fham Fernando. 1 fhall have a pleafant and
juft revenge for their perfidy ; and perhaps ob-
~tain Don Scipio’s real, lovely daughter, the fum
" of my withes.—Here comes Don Scipio—now to
begin my operations.

- Enter
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S fin A, it
Don S Ay ‘here’s ;}x¢ unpudent V@lqt. St

. Fer.. (as wifhing Don Scipio to overhegr bzq)( ’m
qmte weary of playing the, gentleman, I long to
get into my livery again.

_ Don S. Get into his livery.! (afide)

Fer. Thefe cloaths fall to my fhare however 3
my, madter will never wear “em after n;e,r %y

- Den §. His mafter! ay, ay! ( :

Fer. T with he'd ogp, lumfelf or. I m, g;emg
Don Scipio. fufpeéts who I am. NN

Don §. Sufpedt! 1 know who, yop Are j
wvancing) So get into your livery again as ?’
you can. .

Fer. Ha, my ‘déar - friend, "Don Scngga, I

DmS Friend |, you impudent rafcal | Tl h;gak
your head if you make fo free with me. _, ne
of . your . fwaggering, Sirrah,—How the .
adls, ’twasn’t for nothing he was imopg, 9hc
ﬁ.rollmg players, but harkee, my lad, be, quiet,
for you're blown here without the hdp of gour -
trumpet :

.- Fer, Lord your honor, how came you to kpow
thzt I'am Pedrilio?.

"Don §.-Why I was told of it by yqur fe}lIo

,hold, I muft not betray.my little dreamerstho’

(afide )Nomatter who told me ,—I—-bu.t bp;c
~comes your mafter.

. Aer. Pediilla! The fellow wx]l fpoil all Iswlfh
1had given him his Teflon before I began, wx(h
Don Scipio. (afide)

Don 8. I hope he II now ha done thh his

~gambols. ..o o

. " o L I_'}I' .

was
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Fer. er, my mafter is fuch an obﬂmatc gen-
tleman; as fure as you ftand here, 'he’ll fill deny
himfelf to be Don Fernando.

n'$. Will he? then I'll write bls Father an
hcdmmt of his vagaries.

_Enter PepriLroy

f’ed. Mafter | fhall I fhave - you this morning ?

Den S. Shave! Oh, my dear Sir; time to give
‘over your tricks and fanc:es.
. Ped. (furprifed) My tricks and fancxes'
- "Fer. Yes Sir, you are found duts

vd. 1 atd found out!

Don §. So you may as well confefs.

Ped. What the devil thall I confefs.

-Dop §. He fill perfifts! Harkee, young gen-
‘Hema% I'lt fend your father an account of your

pranks, and he’ll trim- { ur Jacket for you.
' ’ t

Nay, Sir, for the matter o’ that, my fa-

'-’ther could trim your jacket for you.

Don’8. Trim my jacket, young gentleman '
= Ped. Why, he’s the befl taylor in Cordova!
' D n S. His father a taylor in Cordova!- * -
¢r. Ay, he'll ruin all—(3fide) Let me fpeak
to him.—Tell Don Scipio you are the mafter.
apart to Pedrille) -
Ped. 1 will, Sir~~Don Scipio you are the
mafter.
Dion S. What!
Fer. Stupid dog|—(apart to Pedrillo) Say you

-are Fernando, and I-am Pedrillo.

Ped. 1 will—Sir, you are Fernando, and I am
Pcdnllo.

fer. Dull rogue! (gfide) I told you, Sir, he’d
perfitt in it! (apart ro Don Scipio)

YoL. I, _‘Doa

x—.
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,,Qo(,.S Yes,. J.ch u; $, butI tdl }mu wha;,Dgn

E‘erm 0—"—" Nosvar !

L .,4 , LGRENZA fng: wztbom'. o ’f:
My daughter' don’t let” your m!ﬁrefs foo you
airy-more in this curfed liveryi—i—Look the
geatleman, hold:up your head—egad, Pedrillo’s
a&mg wag better than your natural manner. -
cfer.. Ab, 8ir, if you were to fee my m:mer
dufs'd-—thc livery makes-fach an altcrzuon Lo

“Don-8.' Trued curfe the livery.

Ped. 1t’s bad enough; but my ma&cr gwe;
uew liveries omhis marris

Fer. A‘nmfcnﬁble fcoundrel! (a/idc) o —.;‘i

. Enter Loxmzm ‘

Laf Oh Caro Sngnor, cvery body fayz ‘that
you-are {to Femamiﬂ not Don Fernando. -

- Dor 8. Every body’s right, for here he ftahds
like a young taylor of Cordova. (to Pedriilo)
- Lor. Oh, what? thenthisis Pedrillo?

(20 Fernando) -

Fer. At your férvice, M¥’i. (bowing)

P:d. That Pedrillo! then, whoam 1?2 -

Fer. Here rogue, this purfe is yours-——{ay yon
are Don'Fernando. (apart to Pedrillo)

Ped. Oh, Sii—now I underftand you. Truc,
Don Scrpm, Iam-—all that hefays.

Don §. Hey | Now that’s rxght and fenfible,
and like yourfelf, but I'll go’ buftle about our
buﬁnefs-—-for, we’ll ‘have all our love affairs
fettled this évening. - - .

[Exmt Dm Sapxo and Fernande.,

Lct. So, then, you're to bemy bufband, ha,
ha,

- (Y S . i
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3T N4 %W ell, wha {6 to have me, or who'ain 1
to have at laft ? This? (looking at Pedyillé) ha,
ha, ha! Why this is fill worfe an,deorfe--cvcry
degree of lover farther remov’d from thc per-
ﬁ:&xonx of my Ramirez;

: Ped. Ma'm~—won’d you be fo o obhging as-nto

be fo: kind as—to tell.a body what you mcemi to

gct tatking about now in this here cafe ¢

> 'Lon, Ah,-Lord | Ha, ha, ha! Why; Srgnor,

I was refleéting what a- lucky thing itisforfome
people that they-are born to 8. grcat furtune.
(frewringly) .

Ped. kh? (looks gmve) Ha, ha ht! M.a"ama

I'm fo puzzld here——that-»my brainturos about.
like a te-to-tum, and 1 don’t know which is
coming up, A for alt or P. for put down.

Lor. Ha, ha, ha! lel you lovc me, pray?
. lPedi Ehl
Zor. Well, if nos. l can bom cold a8 yqu m;

mdxlfctem.

e

=

9

: AIR.“LO’?WA L g, A

If I my heart furrender ‘
" Be ever fond and tenider, - "¢
And fweet connubial joys fhall mwm §
- Each foft rofy hour, . -
“In pare dehght cachheart Qall om
Love’s triumphant pow ’r.
~ See brilliant belles admmng,
Seef lendid beaux defiring,
or a {mile expiring, - .
Whercc r Lorenza moves,
T'o balls and routs seforting
Oh blifs fupreme, tranfporting }
Yet ogling, flirting, courting,
. *Tis you alone- that loves,
If Imy heart (urrender, &Gq
Exeunt

sCENE
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ﬁ{(_; 5 TGS ‘SC‘ENE II‘I. . ..,‘v i j
:4 Vineyard and Cotlagé. _ ' A
Euter Avrrnoysg, (with a Ietter.) ,:

. ﬁiﬂ How cruel is my fituation! Tho
‘Captain Ramirez hag fet me at liberty, to what
urpofe, while my heart is ViGtoria’s prifoner!
l;‘h:s generous Ramirez, means “well, 1 belncvc;
but to enter into any }cague with a2 man of his
defcription—Can fhe lave this Fernando? With
“all my ardour of paffion, to me fhe was cold.
and mfenﬁble’-——-Her martiage with Fernando
is determined on; but, if pofhible, I'll prevent
it—Yes, Phxlnppo, the vouth of the  cottage herc
fhall bear him thla challeOge.

Enter PHILIPPO fram the Cotlage, ('mtb a Fmtt..
bafhet.) '

Pbhil. Are yon bcre, Sir! Lord Senor, why.
would nat you eat fome dinner wntb us?

- dlph. Ah, Philippo! were you in love, youd
have little appetite.

Phil. Why, I like» pretty Tittle gnrl—ha, ha,
hal—Catalina above at the caftle,” and next-
Martlemas: I .intend to fall in, lave with her, for
then we fhall certainly be marned-—.may bc-—l)o )
ftep in, Sir, and.eat:a bu. :

Alph.: No, no. :

Phil. As nice an Ollo Podnda—- » .
Alph.. But where now, Phthppo? Gomg to
fell your grapes? i’_'
Phil. Sell! Oh, 00, Sir; I ant going to make

, ‘a prcfcn;



THE GASTLE OF ANDALUSIA. - 137 4

aprefent of the earlielt and.Gaeft clufters to Don
Scipio up at the cafile. : ,
Alph. Why, yoy’re vaftly generous.
Phil. Oh, yes, Sir; I like to make a prefent to
-gentlefolks,becaufe they always give metwice the
value of ’em ; ‘and then my Catalina gives me a
- kifs—her lips, fweet, foft, and pouting as, this

i

PTump Mufcadel.

_ ~ AIR.—Pnirieee, . -
= " In autumn ev'ry fruit Tfce,
N Brings Catilina to my mind 3 g

¢ <.~ .Y carve her name on ev’ry tree, - !

!, . - - Andfing love-fonnets i the rifdy

" -Her forehead as the nerine fleek,
“i.: . And brown as hazle-nut her hair is;
{ .~ ‘The downy peach; her bluthing cheek, . * °
Her pouting lips-~-two May-Duke cherries;

The birds by faireft fruits allur’d, !
And I'm fweet Catilina’s bird ;

Ipeck, hop, flutter on my fpray,

And chirp and carrol all the day.

?‘i

- Aipb. Well, Philippo, yowll find one Don.

Fernando at the caftie and— R

" Phil. Oh, ay, the great grandee that’s to

marry Donna Vi&toria. . ~ o
. Alph. Difiration ! (afide) Give him this let~

ter from me. " :

Phil. Yes, Sir, what is’t about ?

Alph. Ah,—its only—an—invitation to Don’
Fernando and his intended bride to an entertaia-
ment I defign ta give to 3 few felett friends at
my villa. '

Phil. To afeaft, ha, ha! :

.o A Alph,
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A/pb But ftop! Pray, Philippo, do you koow
who this Captain Ramirez is ?

Phil. Don’t even know where he lives—fome-
times he rides, fometimes he walks,—f{ometimes
he runs here—travels about—Mayhap a hunting
in the foreft—often takes a bed at our cottage,
and he pays fo handfome that he's always wel-
come. '

Alph. Ha, ha, ha! Philippo, you’re the moft
generous—difintercfted lad ! (gives money)

Pbhil. So 1 am, Sir, (focking at it) Good bye!

Alpb. You'll deliver my letter.

Pbhil. Ha, ha, ha! yes, Sir——(looking ak the mo«
n¢gy) Ha, ha, ha! to think, Scnor, what a pair
of lovers yon andIbe! -

AIR DUET. *—ALPKONSO and PH nmo.

.lz;v 56 faltbful to my fair P11 prove, ,
- -Se kind and conftant to my low.-, v
I’d néver range, '

. b N
DR | g

Plnl ; o - I'd never change, .

Both, - Nor time, nor chance, my faith ihould move,

Byl No ruby cluﬁer; grace the vine, . ’ b- ’

Apb. - Ye fparklmﬁ flars forget to fhing, T -

Ppil. Sweet-fowers to {pring, . D

Alph. Gay birds to fing,

Both, Thofe Keam then part that lovc fhall join,

[Exezmt _/werall .
A
< F&
Evo oF Act I
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AT

SCENE I.
. ﬂ'beSanort. SRR
e Enter DON Scmo :md VASQUEZ.

Dou Sa mo.

D YE bcar, Vafquez, run to- Father Benedi@®,
tell him to wipe his chin, go up to the chapel;
put on his lpcftacles, open: his: Breviary,—find
out matnmony, and wan: ’till we come_ to him—

[Exit V. afquez.
Then hey for a brace of ‘weddings. 1 wonder
is Don Fernando dreft—Oh, here comes t.ho
fervant in his proper habxlxmcnts. . .

Ent:r FERNANDO ina Izwry

Ay, now, my lad, you look fomething like. )
Fer. Yes, your honour, [ was quite tired of
my grandeur—My pafling fo wellin this difguife
gives mea very humble opinion of myfelf. (afide)
Don §. But, Pedrillo, is your mafter equipp’d!
faith, I long to fee him in his proper garb.
Fer, Why, no, Slr, we're a little behind han‘g
wi
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with.onr fingrg.op Mot of -3 mmqntm of

clothes that’s. miflaid fomewbere orothe. s 1ns
Don §. Portmanteau!- Oh, 1t’s fafe emo

Your fellow fervant hasi it
Fex. - Fellow ferpant !, ;
Don 8. Ay! the little fpy has f:akch it d in chaggg,

Oh, hexc comes the very beagles s

NP ,-,,“.,l._,,.;'4~_,m

LA --;’;-'.“» \;“r

Eﬂfﬂ' SMDOA SRR tet-

an ;? WdL my Buk dreather, look: ;uﬂq&
dnllo Hag got into hie owh cloaths agaim -} Tic
Spa. ( furprifed.aud afide.). Don;Fernandotins
livery §: or is:thizreally:the fervang Linre | han’t
been telling truth all this while ! we muft facest
thp’ *Al;f Mmy desr_ old fhend.!-l-Glad tq,fcé
10&}3%1 £ Mﬁtﬁu L {me1E9Y
- FomisMy dear by & think [ﬁeﬁ@m
el car 8 3 yon 3 f
herelsnovald friend I aever faw: befater! -7 oule
Don § Tl RPeddtilloswheve you Bave Jéft: M
malsr’ s portmansesu. - Wluh i gbka& bigt in
tm\ﬂmhwlmbrids. {Bei
~Fiete  Reay,. my goed, ﬂcw, oldcfmud, w:re
Mymuredcpoﬁtﬁ:d this portmantesn #5133 ¢
‘SM. Gone .. (looking: aﬁgrDmuS‘c@m)m v*mw
. #ere. The postmanteau:gope !, .07 <A
Spa. Ay, his fenfes quite—— 20T
Feri Whete's the portmaﬂtcm that DQnSﬁpxo
fays you took charge of ?
_ Spa. Portmapteay:!: A)l, thc dear gentleman!
- Portmanteau did ke fay? yes, yes, all’s gver
with his poorbrair'} yefierday Bis hédd rah ¥ _
purfes and trunypeters and the lord Kfiows whi,
and to-day he talks of ‘Hothing: but dtei’i‘nen,
fpies, and portmantcaus.~Yes, yes,hri 'iati'w‘e
going. , - Fers
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- P TR be Yo, He vk tb"mhﬂ: “;ght
&nd toﬁ? of l khow n&t \ih

-Spa. Gnef—all gnef

* Fer. If fo, this whim o‘f my bgmg l’ednllo,
is_perhaps- the crestion of Hhis own brain,—byt
then, how cou’d it have run thro*the whele fa<
mily.—This is the firft time I ever heard Don
Scipio was diforder’d in his mind.

Spa. Ay, we'd all with to conceal it from
ybur, mafter, “leadt it might induee him &0 break
off the match, for I don't fuppofe he'd be Very
rady to-marry-into‘a mad’ family, - -

: n&Fer. ‘And pray whzt aré  you, Sir, in tlm mad

.

::Spa. Don- Scnpnos own gendeman, tbefe ‘tert
rs—Yet, you heard him juft now eall me your
ﬁw fervant.—How you did ftare when [ ac-
culted:you 2s an old:ac nce |-—Btit we
always humour him, I-thob’d not have contra-
diced him: if hefaid I was thepo ’s nuncio.

. Fer, (afide) Oh, then I don’t wonder at
Bame Ifabel taking advantage of his weaknéfs.
*:8pa. Another new whim of his;—he hag taken
a fancy that-every body has gota ring from him,
which heimagines belong’d to his de€eas’d tady:

Fer. True, he afked me- ﬁ)methmg about a

rin
;ga&S (wubo#) it w:uc oa you prc{'cntly

Saees oo Enter ﬁox Scmo. IR

| “Upan S Ha, Pedrillo, now youv d;fgutfcs are
Q¥BLTeturn mathcrmg. (te Fermando) : '
= Spac-(apert mmedv) You fee be's at the

Fngagain. .. - |
<, VOL. L - A ~ Don. S,
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* Don §. Come let me have it, lad Pl nge yqﬂ
Tometbmg better, but that ring Sclong’d to:my

deceas’d lady.
.Spa. (to Fernando) His deceas’d lzdy«-—Ay

' ;’here s the touch-—grief for ber death. -

Fer. Poor gentleman! (afide.)
" Don §. Do, let. me have it --Heres ﬁvtr 1?.
toles, and "the gold of the ring is not wort\l:
ollar. e
Spa. We alwiys humour him, give hxm tlns
l‘lhg and take the money.
[apart. gives Fernands a rmg.
. Fer. ( pr: ents it 16 Don Scipio.) There, Sirs.
* Don (éi«ve: mone .Y And -there, Su',-ssOh
{ou mcrcenary rafcal (afide) 1 knew it was on
he purfe I gave you att night in the foreft, :
Spa. Give me the cath, I muft account foz his
pocket. money.
. [apart to and tiking the money from Fernando,
""Ped." (without) Pedrillo ! Pedrillo ! Sirrah!
Don S. Run, don’t you hear yourmaﬁer, you

© brace of rafcals ?—Fly! - [Exit Spado.

. Don §. (/ookmg ou:) What'aa alteration | 1

_ Enter Pednlla rzcb(y drc_‘f:’d

' Ped (to Fernando) How now,’ _Su'rah ? loxtct-

ing here, and leave me to, drefs myfelf hey?
(with great aurberity.y. - .

Fer. Sir, T was-—(‘wttb bymdzty)

Ped. Was !—and are=~and will be, 2 loungmg
r¢fcal, but you fancy you are &ill in your ﬂnery,
you idle vagaband !

. Don 8. Blefs mre, Don Femando is. very paﬁi-
onate Juﬁ like his father. . _

. Etr.
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. Fer. The fellow, I fee, wxll play his . part to
$HE t6p, (afide)
%Py, “Well, Don’ SCIPIO,—-A hey' an’t' I the
man forthe ladnes ? 1 am, for 1 have ﬁud.led
Ovid’s art of Love.

Don §. Yes, and Ovid’s Metamorphoﬁ:s too,
hz, ha, ha!

“Ped. (afide) He, he, he! what a fneakmg figure
my poor mafter cuts.—Egad, .I'll pay him back
alI his domineering over me. (f ts) Pedrillo?

* Fer. Your henour.

Ped. Fill this box with Naquatoch [Gives box,.

" Fer, Yes, Sir. (going)

_Ped. Pedrillo!

Ftr Sir?

' Ped. Perfume my handkelthncf. .

Fer. Yes, Sir. (gemg)

" Ped. Pedrillo, ~ ‘ o
. Fer. Sir? : ...t
*Péd,"Get me a tooth-pick;
'Fér. Yes Sir, (going)
" Ped. Pedrillo! .
" “Fer. (afide.) What an xmpudent dog '—er'

Ped. Nothing—Ab{cond.

Fer. (afide) If this be my pn&ure, I bluth for
‘the original. ~
- Ped. Mafter ! to be like you, dolet me glve '

you one kick. (afideto Femandn )
* Fer. What!

Ped. Why, 1 won’t hurt you much.

Fer I’ll break your bones, you vxllam. .

**Ped. Ahém, tol'de'rol.” -

ijz §. Pedrillo!

o Ped. Sir? ( forgeltmg bzmﬁlf ) _

® Fer. (apart) What are you-at you rafcal?

_Ped. Ay, what are you at you rafcal ?" avoid !
(ta Fernanda)

Y 2 Fer.
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E’)SE’SU'Lm PBQ Sﬂ's poy nradw 29 E,Eht.

- pliediten erd 106 Disy, gt 40; lerme

ve him one kick.  (afide) - v Soy
Don §.;Doxv Fernande, 1 like you vaﬁ;@« d
?59.193 onght.— Tol de rol.—Who con’d

now fuipeét me to be the fon of a-taylor; sed

that fg),r shours ago, 1 was- a-footman.. (afide)

g? Sa.gon -in-law, youre a flaming ; 'bcauct-,
f ad you have a princely perfon, soirt B
. All theyoung girls—whenever I ot be-
]:u,ﬁ ;pﬁclc of the coach~all the ladies of dif-
up.ﬁb,op, whether they were making. theis bedsy
ongrecfling the— drefling themfelves, at .the 1fiods
won’d Jun, to. the windows,—peep ;thne}
. fin gers, their fans, I mean, fimpen behind
ths:,t; ,hzydkerchnfs, and lifp out-in the.foftelly
iwgetelt topesy. Oh,. dear me, Upoa my. honmm
apd reputation, there s mot.fuch a beansifod
gentleman in the wor_ld » 88, this, fam@ Don;Pcap
drill-—Fernando. .. . Y
on §. Ha, ha, ha' can’t forget Pedrtﬁa.-,-k!
Bus,come, ha’ done with:your Pedrillo’s new—
Be rlelf, fop-in-law. vhog
ﬁ Yes, I will be yourfelf’s fon-m-law‘, ‘you
are,. ,ﬁ;fo qf that hpaor, Don Scipio, but.. pray
- what rti,n;e am.1 to havg with your daugh;er?{
Vau, ave a, grey-headed -old:: fellow Don Scipiag -
“ﬂg byﬂae cqurfe of natur.e, you know yeu AN

not lwc long..: S 00
.é‘ Paydgn me, , I dont know AR .
fuc ﬁhﬁng 0 i i—-rod
_Ped..so whf;x; we. put a ﬂonc upon yonn
hagv— : 11978

- Pon §., I?pp a, ﬁoqe upoxg my head ! 43
. :P‘éf

Y
N S
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P34, Yes, when you are fé&léd—fcrcwcd
dows;! Iohale ”hﬁ‘e”yéﬁrfﬂwgiter to 'miaintain,
you know.

Don 83'&]‘ idey A harrov"-mﬁidédﬁhrk’ :
b'Ped.Not that 1 wou’d t}mﬂ: much of' that;
bam fo generous, - - 70 0 o on T
(sBam §.7'¥es, generous gs a Dutch hfurér.

Jor a'ﬂdeo
~Ppd>IThe trathis, Don Séipioi-l' ‘was ~£ways
aimart young gcntleman. i b v
«ad e ; RTSIRY IR ée& Mﬁ” $e
-iPok 8 Since Don Femmd& turhs’ bﬁs’é‘rd“ ¢
fabha ¢oieomb, faith I'm nob forry-thit iy old
ehild ohas: efcap’d ‘hifw i —Atconvert it@IF s bet~
ter:ithan a marriage with a monkeéy.—Tle poor
ﬂﬁﬂ 8 fortone tho'! ‘And’ then‘my fon=<I be-
“to think I was too hared upon’ Cafar—
mmdpm Hinh with this ptippy,but T'muft
wtomy Children; *’Dnmeftfabcl wil} Have me
- updnwéiother terms. (afide.)’ = O O S
Ped. Dye hear, Don Scxplo, R’.t us hzvc 2

pledtiful feaft, :vi °

—Bn'S. Wes ever: (‘uch 1 concentca empty, im-
pudent— o1 [;Exzf.
tRedy Yes; I'ma ca}s{t‘il feﬂow ‘ha, haf

my fookof a matter fets his wits to work after a
poorgitk that 1 am told they are packing’ into a
eonrvent, and he drefles:me ap as “hithfelf to car:
rfithevich heirels; Donna Vickoriab  Welt I'm
not a capital fellow ! but I was made ‘for a “gen-
tterman-—gentleman! I'm the’néat pattern for a
Lord—1I have a little honour about me, a bit of'
love toss ay, anda fcrapiof-toursge, perhaps—
bem! I with I'd a rival to try it tho’—ad, T'
think I could:fight at my wcapon from a needle
to.a‘hatchet,
Enter
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a\"\

Enter Pumm, 'wdb o km-r aml Ba )

Phils. ySenos,, m gou Den ch:mdo dq
ZGIVGQ) ! . S s ,‘.vt
-+ Ped Yes, -boy. ’

Phil Here's a letter for you, Su', from Den
Alphﬂﬂfo R

+ Ped. A don’t know _any Dop Alphnnﬁ),&xhy.

'What’s theletter ahout ?- N o Yt
, quzl I tlunk, Sir, - "is ta . mv:w ycm to z
fca& T 3IR

Pld A fea{t '-—-Oh 1 recollcé’t new, . Don ‘
‘Alphonfo, what? my old chu&mtancel gﬂ it
e, bﬂy 1100

Phil, But, are you furc, Su-, yau«m Pon
Fernando ?

Ped. Sure, you- dog!—don’t. you- think I
know myfelf—let’s fee, let’s fee—(Opens the letter
and reads. )=+ Senor, tho’ yan feem geady: tofall
¢ to-onalove-feaft; I hope 2 fmall repatt in- the
“ field won't fpoil your ftomach’—-Oh;-this is
only adnack before fupper.—< 1 fhall be atifix
o'slock this evening”—You dog it’s pat fixcnow

< in. the meadow near: the Cottage of:the
Vines, where | expect you’H meet me.—Oh
.dear, 1 {hall be too Jate!— As you:afpire to
- ¢ Donna Vidteria, your fward muf be long
. ¢nough ta reach. my heart, Alphonfo.”. \My
fword lang enaugh (fngbﬁam{ ) Feaft L. ttknﬁu
a downright.challenge. . 2L OF

Phil. 1 beg your pardon, Senor, but.;,nf\,
hade’t 'met my {weetheart, Catalina, yqu waul

have had that letter two hours age. .- - & pov
- ek, Oh, you have gw;a u; nme cawgh my
brave boy. o SEAPAL 5 JE1 o

szi
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- Phil. Well, 8Sir, you'll come?

- Padi Ehit ch, 1 dave fay he'll oomie. 1
Phil. He!

* Ped: Yes, I'll give it him, sy breve: boy.
Phil. Him'! Sir, didn’t you fay you were~s«san
Ped: Never fear, child, Don Fermusdo ﬂnll

have it. - toda
Phil. Why, Slr,an t you Don Fernandd?ﬁ P
' Rhd Ve, ot I, child, n6, no. P not Fer-

nando, but, my boy, I'weuld go to-the fdaft,

_butiyen ha\l»eﬁdelqrfd the - 1t:t_teGr for'long, that I
have dite lo mY a ute o, 1} nc o .
e i

n Pk, ‘e 0 Pbhi

liowever Den: ernando 513]1 I;ft‘::ld yoz’im

heré comes my fpofitimse - ¢ ,

[ JEntar Loazma, nbdinga kmr.
t'o\ R e
i*'“Dehreﬁ Lorenza la-—-By accident I heard of
. zg'ur being in the caftle—if you don’t wifls to
the’ mgrument -of your mother’s unpoﬁ-
*tion, ‘an impending blow, (which means you
"Clib harm ) < this night fhall difcover: an .impor-
ssitant fecret relative to him ‘who defites to re-
# fign «v’a life itfelf, if not your RAMIREZ.”"
2 (Kiffes the Ietter) I with to be nothing, if not
* your Lorenza;  this. feolifth Fernanded :(/ooking
&¥-Pedrille) but, ha, ha, ha'! Tl amdfe myfelf
with him——Ilooks tolcrably now he's drefs’d, mot
fo agrccable as my dlfcarded' lovér Alphonfo tho’.

??;,4 T accoﬁ her with'* elegance—-How do

you do, Senora. -

1 Ler. Very well, Signor, 'at 'your fervice.—

Dreﬂ'es exa&ly like Prmce Radifocani ! p
Ped.
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P:d. Row I'll pay her a fine complimept~Ses
nora, you're a clever little body—Will yeu fit -
down, Semora? (baends a chair)

Ler. So polite too ! ‘

. Ped. Oh I admire politenefs. (f15)
: Leor. This would not be good mauners in Flo-
rence tho’ Signor. '

Ped. Oh! (rifes) 1 beg pardon—-Well, fit in
that chair; I'll affare you, Donna ViQorig, I
don’t grudge a little trouble for the fake of good
manners. (places anotber chair)

. Lor. Voi cette molto gentile. (curtfies) :

Ped. Yes, 1 fit on my feat genteclly—I find 1
underftand a good deal of Italian.—Now to
court ber, hem! hem ! what fhall I fay ? Hang
it, I with' my mafter had gone through the whols
bufinefs to the very drawing of the curtains.—
I believe I ought to kneel tho’.—(afide) (Kmeels)
Oh, you mott beautiful Goddefs, you angelic

“angel ! (repeats. -

For you, my fair, I'd be 2 rofe

‘To bloom beneath that comely nofe ;

Or, you the flower and I the bee,

My fweets I'd fip from none but thee.

Was Ia pen, you paper white, [ ‘
Ye gods, what billet doux I'd write! L e et
My Iips the feal, what am’rous fmacks .
T’d print on yours, if fealing-wax. : .

No more I'll fay, you flop my breath, - o
My.only life, you'll bemy deagh, . . [#nifis,

—Well faid, little Pedrillo! (wipes bis knees)

" Lor. There is fomething in Don Fernagda’s

paffion extremely tender, thepgh romaatic and

cxtravagoanza. . .

~ Ped. Oh, for fame fweet founds, Senora, lli
v :  yov’.
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PO B 3

Enter FERNANDO, &raouso muf Vm’rm\m.
e < 4,,‘_%.,\“\{ t-}

Fer. Give me joyy Alphonfo, fachrer Bénedi&t
in this dear and wafh'd Yor wiifon has’ this mo-
ment made me tl)e happee& of magj:md. o

Alph. Then it mccxt.an »allvyou\ham‘uﬂd me
of my Vi&oria# - YT IR PRIRE ST S e . P

“Pic. Trye mdccd A!ph‘bnﬁ‘f‘"ﬁﬁ:t ‘name ‘rcally
bclongs tome. ., ..

Alb. No mattet, as nextfxcriiqegggn namg» or
g fie caught my heart,’ leg. ] her forfeif ‘-\u, 531&

R’;ll“déar to her Alphonfs.”™ *

} Fer. Courage, I'll an{wer ,yau,ﬂ\ail Be no ex-

geption”to the general j Joy of"tﬁxs Happy night.
S oL, 1. I

«



370 THE CASTLE OF ANDALUSIA.

 Alph. Happy, indeed, if bleft with my Lo
reéenza, - :

ATR.—Alpboio.

Come ye houts, with blifs replete,
Bear me to my charmer’s feet!

~ Cheerlefs winter muft I preve,
Abfent from the maid I love;
But the joys our meetings bring

Shew the glad return of fpring. ' [Exeunty
- ' dtndelptiabinbeie
SCENE III |
A view of the outfide of the Caple, with Meat and
. Drawbridge.

Enter Dos Cxsar, and Spapo,

" Don C. You gave my letter to the lady?
+ +  Spa. Yes, 1 did, Captain Ramirez.
- Don C. Lucky fhe knows me only by that
~ -name, (afide) : '

AIR.— Don Cefar.
The Billet Doux, ah, didft thou bear,
To my Lorenza charming fair? .
I fee how lpook’d the modeft maid,
I hear the gentle things fhe faid.
‘The mantling blood her cheek forfakes,
But quick returns the rofy hue ;

With trembling hafte the feal fhe breaks,
* And reads my ‘tender Billet Doux. '

The Billet Doux when I receive, - .
I prefs it to my throbbing hedrt; : -,
Sweet words I cry, fuch joys you give, )
Oh, never never thence depart,
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And now it to my lips is preft, -

But when the magic name I view,
Again I clafp it to my breaft,
My fond, my tender Billet Doux!

Spa. A love-affair, hey,—Qh, fly! '

Don C. Huth! Mind you let us all in by the
little wicket in the eaft rampart.

Spa. I'll let you in, Captain, and a banditti is
like 2 cat, where the head can get in the body
‘will follow.

Don C. Soft! Letting down the drawbridge
for me now, may attra& obfervation. (/eoking
out) Yonder I can crofs the moat.

Spa. But my dear Captain! If you fall into
the water, you may take cold.—I wifh you were
at the bottom with a ftone about your neck.

(afide) |

AIR.—Don Cefar.

At the peaceful midnight hour,

Ev’ry fenfe, and ev’ry pow’r,
Fetter’d lies in downy fleep; -
Then our careful wateh we keep}

While the wolf in nightly prowl,

Bays the moon with hideous howl,

Gates are barr’d, a vain refiftance!

« Females fhrieks but no affiftance,
Silence, or you meet your fatej
Your keys, your jewels, cath and plate;
Locks, bolts, bars, foon fly afunder,.
Thep to rifle, rob and plunder.”

[Exit Don Cefars

Spa. 1 fee how this is—our Captain’s to carry
off the lady and my brethren all the booty,
what’s left for me then ? No, devil a bit. they’ll
give me—Oh, I muft take care to help myfelf
Ia time—Got nothing yet but that portman-
‘. R A A2 N teau.
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teau, a few fitver fpoonsc aned 'tops (of! pepper«
caftors 3 let’s fee; Hve my todls here. Bil—(zakes
outs p _/ial:) I’ll try and fecure a little before thefe
fellows come, and make a general fweepw Eh,
‘ (loa/n aﬂt) ny mndemp Femanda! [M)re:.
ank il RN '
vy Enm' PxDmLLo. :':“ P ‘”f’”“
Ped He, he, he! Yes, my mafter hag cértaih-
lg ‘married the little nunuery-gtrl—-Ha, ha, ha!
on-Alphonfo to demand fatisfaction of me! 'fio,
no, Don Fernando is a mafter for thc gendemen,
Iam a man forthe ladxes TV
MR—%MW'SU“;%M
[ S D E A |

A fohﬁcr Iam fora lady, G g
What beau was e’er arm’d compleater ? ¥
When face to face, ,

‘Her chamber the ptace, =~ : ‘}f‘f“‘l': -
: I'm able and willing to meet her. - - i ek
Gad’s curfe, my dear laffes, U'm mzdy TN

... To give you all fatlsfa&xon, SRR
""Iam theman L
For the crack ofyour fan, DR RATER W
.- “Tho’ Idie'at your feet in the a&ion. ' 3/

: .Your babbins may beat up a row-de-dow,.. . j ;i
“Your. la}} dog may. out with his bow-wow-wow, . ;-

he challenge in love, , :
I take upthe glove, =~ - * :

'I‘!\o’ Tdie at your feet in the a&ion.’

'& ISANT

Spa (ad-ammcs) That's 2 fine fong, ScnbraJ 5

Ped. Hey! did you hear me fing ? .
Spa. 1did, ’*twas charming. )
Ped. Then take 2’ pinch-of my Macquabah.

(offers, Spado takes.). . .. '

. Spe. Now; Senor, you’ll plea{'e to dxfcbarge

my httle bill.
Ped.

-y
J
4
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Ped. Billl F'den’t owe you amy—ws:-

iSpa. Yes, you do, Sir; rccolleft didn’t you
ever hire any thing of. me?..

{-Ped. Me! mo!

- Spas Oh, yes; Ilcntyw the ule of mytwo
fine ears to hear your fong, and the ufe of my
moft capital nofe to fnuff up your Macquabah.

Ped. Eh! what do you hire out your fenfes
and organs.

Spc. Yes, and if you don’t mﬁantly pay. the
hire; 'l firike up a fymphonla on this. tt.lc bpq-
rel-organ here.. (foews a piftol)

Ped. Hold, my dear Su'—thera—(grve.r mo-
ney) 1 refufe to pay my debts!—Sir, I'm the
molt pun&ual—(frighten’d) but if you. pleafe,
rather than hire them.again, I'd chufe te buy
your: fine nofe and your capital - ears ~out and
out.

Spa. Hark’ee (in 4 low tone) You owe your .
Donthip to a fineffe of mine, fo mention this,
and you are undone, Sirrah !

Ped. Sir! (frightzn'd) Dear Sir! (Spado pre-

Jents piftol)—Oh, lord, Sir! [(Eniz.

-§pa. Ha, ha, ba! They call me little Spado—
why [ am not-big but even Sanguino allow’d I
was a clever little fellow. "Aftonithing how a
foul like mine, cowd be pack’d in fo fmall a
_compafs, but if worth is ta be eflimated hy bulk,
then muft the Orient pearl give way to the
ﬁoofe’s €gg» and the mofs rofe ‘to: t.hc red cab-

age. -

el AIR—Spado, |
Tho born to be little’s my fate,

2 i {si7. Why [o was the great Alexanders. -
‘ " And when I miarch under a gate,.

i !
o .

e
3 .. Pvenoneed to ftoop like a gander;
< ‘ I'm
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I’m no linkum long hoddy-doddy, -
Whofe paper kite fails in the tky ;

If two feet I want in my body,
In foul I am thirty feet high!

11.

Sweet lafs, of {fweet love can you fail,
With fuch a compa little lovy?
Tho’ no one can tafte the big whale,
All relith the little anchovy.
The eagle, tho’ for ap high flyer,
Of fine-feather’d fowl is the crack,
Yet when he cou’d fly up no higher,
The little wren jump’d on his back.

Enter PurLizpo towards the clofe of the air.

Pbil. Lord, Sir! I do vaftly like your finging.

Spa. Oh, then you heard my fine fong. ‘

Phil. Yes, Sir. )

Spa. How did you get in ?

Phil. In! .

Spa. Did you pay at the door?

Phil. What door, Sir? '

Spa. What door, Sir! the door of this fpa-
cious theatre. -

Pbhil, Theatre! Lord, Sir, are’nt we- out in
the open air ! : ' _ '

Spa You little equivocating fneaking fcoun-
~drel! wou’d you cheat, defraud a man of ge-
“nius out of the reward of his talents ?—What, .

iﬁeiln: my {weet fong, and not pay far your mu-
ck. : ‘

Phil. Pay! _ «
- Spa. O, ho! I fee fomebody’s likely to be
'rgbb’d here! ‘Look’e friend, I'm not to be
bilk’d, fo if you don’t this inftant pay, I muft
e o .. dilcharge:

y
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dxfcl;;rge my door-kmpm‘ hem he m--—( /bew.r a
iffo
‘ Pﬁszl (crying) And mu& I gwe all ‘the money
Don Scipio gave me for my whole bafker of

apcs ( gives money) A _plague o’ your mufick ! -
h, oh [ Exit crying.

Spa. What -you -villain ! I fufpe&, prefently
this houfe wxll bé.tao hot for me, yet the devil
tempts me ftrongly to venture in ence more, if
I coud bt pick up a few more articles —Fcod,
I'll venture, tho’ I feel an ugly fort of tickling
under my left ear—Oh, poor Spado! - [Exit.

. SCENE 1V; and lafi.
0 A Hall in the Caftle.
Enter. SPADQ. .

Spa. So many eyes about—I can do nothmg ;
if I cowd but raifc a commotion to employ their
attention—Oh ! here’s Don Juan, father to Fer-
naado, juft arriv’d—Yes, to mix up a fine con-
fufion now—aye, ‘that’s the time to pick up
the'loofe things—but hold, I am told this Don
Juan is very paﬂionate—-—heh ! to fet him and

-Don’ Sdpw wgether by the ears-—Ears !—I have
lt' i

En{er Don JUA‘I ina travellmg drc_’/lf, and Servant.

Don . My coming will fyrprize my fon Fer-
nando, and Don Sgipio too—tell him; I'm
here—1 hope I'm time enough for the wedding.

[ Exit Serv.

Spa. A grim looking old gentleman !

4 (Bows obfequioufly.)

on J.
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" Don . Who's dogare you ? .
Spa. How do you do, Senor ?
Don ¥. Why, are you a’ phyﬁcnan ?
Spa. Me a phyfician ! Alack- -a-day, no, your
- honour, I am poor Spado.
Don ¥. Where’s Don Scipio? What is: this
his hofpitality ? he has heard that 1 am here ?
Spa. He hear! Ah, poor gcntleman-—hcar !
his misfortune !
Don ¥. Mnsfortunc' what, he’s matried again?
Spa. Atthe brink.
- Dor’' F. Marry and near tbrcefcorc, what, has
he loft his fenfes ?
Spa. He has loit nearly one, Sir.
Don 7. But where is he } I want to afk him
about it. -
Spa. Afk, then you muft fpeak vcry loud, Sir.
Don. ¥. Why, 1s he deaf ?
Spa. Almoft Sir, the dear gentleman can fcarce
‘hear a word.
" Don¥. Ah, poor fellow ! Hey! Isn’t yonder
my fon ? (walks up.)
+_ Spa. Now if I could bring the eld ones together,
I thouldn’t doubt of a quarrel.

Enter Don Scipio.

Don§. Ah, hgre’s my friend Don Juan! Spa-
«de, I hope he han’t heard of his fon's pranks !

Spa. Hear! Ah, poor Dan Juan’s hearing!
T've been roaring to him thefc five minutes.
- Don §. Roaring to him |

Spa. He’s almoft deaf.

Don S. Blefs me!

Spa. You muft bellow to him like a fpeaking-
trumpet. - [Exit }?ada.
: : on S.
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Don S. (very loud.) Don Juan, you are wel-
tome.:

Don. . (farting.) Hey ! Strange that your
deaf people always fpeak loud—(very Joud.) I'm
very glad to fee you, Don Scipio.

Don S. When people are deaf themfelves, they
think every body elfe is fo—~How long have you
been this way. (bawling.)

Don. 7 Jutt arriv’d. (bawling in bis ear.)

Don. §. 1 mean as to the hearing 2 .
(Very loud.

Don F. Aye, 1 ﬁnd it’s very bad with you.
(bawiing.) 1fhall roar myfelf as hoarfe as a raven.

Don §. My lungs can’t hold out a converfation :
I muft fpeak by figns—  (makes figns)

Dm 7. What now, are you dumb too ?

Enter Vasquez. Whifpers Don Scieio.

Don S. Oh, you may fpeak out, nobody can
hear but me.

“Dyn ¥. {te Vafquez] Pray, is thls crazy fool
vour mafter here going to be married ?

- "Dog S. What ! (_fuprifed.)

Va/. Don Fernando wou’d fpeak with you,
Sir. (o Don Scipio.) « [Exit Vasquez.

Doz §. I with he’d come liere, and f{peak, to
" this old hlockhead his fathere~Don Juan, you

are weloame to my houfe-—but Iwith you had ftaid
at home.  (in.@ lorv tone.) .

"Don ¥. 1 am—much oblig’d to you. (mraged )

Don §. You'll foon fee:your fon.: as great an
afs as yourfelf. (ma low toue. :

Don ¥. An afs! you fhall find:mec a tyger, you
old whelp

< Don- S Why, zounds, you’re not dcaf !
Paop 7. A mad—ridiculous !~

VOLI. A A - Enter
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Enter FERNANDO and VICTORIA.

Fernando ! hey, boy, what drefs is thls

Fer. My father—Sir—I---[--- /

Den 8. (20 Vi€toria.) What are you doing with
that fellow ?

Vie. Your pardon, deareft father, when I own
that he is now my hufband.

Don §. By this ruin, this eternal difgrace upon
my houfe am I punifh’d for my unjuft feverity to
my poor fon---married to that rafcal.

Don ¥. Call my fon, a rafcal! '

Don §. Zounds, man! who’s_thinking of your
fon? But this fellow to marry the girl-and difgrace

my family.
"~ Don 7. Difgrace ! He has honoured your fax .
mily, you crack-brained old fool !

Don S. A footman honour my- famnly, you fu-
perannuated deaf old ideot !

Enter Dame IsaBEL:

Oh, Dame, fine doings! Pedrillo here has ' mar-
ried my daughter.

Dor . But why this difguife---what is all this
about ¥ tell me, Fernando. -

Ifa. What, is this really Don Fernando »

Doz §. Do _you fay fo, Don Juan ?

Den f. To be fure.

Don §. Hey! then, Dame, your daughtcr is
left to the valet---no fault of mine tho’. '

Jfa. What a vile contrivance ?

Fer. No, Madam, your’s was the contrivance,
- which love and accident have countcta&ed in _] juftice
to this injured lady.

Ifa. Oh, that villain Spado.

Dor ¥. Spado why that’s he that told me you
were deaf. ' Don Sa
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Don S. Why, he made me believe you cou’d
not hear a word.
J/a. And led me inte this-unlucky error.
[Exit IsABELLA:
Don ¥. Oh, what a lying fcoundrel !

Enter Spapo. (bebind.)

Spa. 1 wonder how my work goes on here!
(Roars in Don Juax’s ear.) 1 give you joy, Sir.

Don 7. I’ll give you fortow, you rafcal !

(beats bim.)

Don S. I'll have you hang d, you villain ! ,

Spa. Hang’d ! dcar Sir, twould be the death
of me.

Ped. ('wztbout) Come along, my Cara Spofa---
tol-de-rol---(Enters) How do you do, boys and
girls---Zounds ! my old mafter !

Don J. Pedrillo! hey day ! here’s finery !

Ped. 1 muft brazen it out; Ah, Don Juan,
my worthy dad ! )
-Don ¥. Why, what in the name of---but I'll

beat you to a mummy, firrah !

Ped. Don’t do that---I’m going to be married
to an heirefs, fo muftn’t be beat to a mummy---
Lady ftand before me, (gets bebind Vx&ona)

Don ¥. Let me come at him.
~ Spa. Stay where you are, he don’t want you,

Spa. Dear Sir,

Don S. Patience, Don Juan, your fon has got
my daughter, fo our contra@’s fulfill’d.

Don ¥. Yes, Sir; but who’s to fatisfy me for
your intended affront, hey !

Don 8. How fhall 1 get out of this---I’ll re-
venge all upon you, you little rafcal ! to prifon
you go---Here, a brace of A]ouazﬂs, and a pair
of hand-cuffs,

AAQ ' Spa.
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Spa. For me! the beft friend you have inthg
world !

Don §. Fiiend, that than’t fave your neck.

Spa. Why I’vefav’'d your throat.

Don S. How, Sirrah?

Spa. Only two of the banditti here in the caftle
this morning.

Don §. Oh, dear me!

§pa. But I got ’em out.

Doz §. How, how !

Spa. 1 told ’em they fhould come and murder
you this evening.

Don §. Much obhg’d to you.---Oh, lord !

[4 crafb and tumultuous noife without, bandit-
ti rafb in arm’d, Don Caxfar at their bead,
Fernando draws and fands before Vikoria.)

Band. This way !

Don S. Oh, ruin! I'm a miferable old man !

"Where’s now my Ceafar, ifI hadn’t banifh’d him
I fhould now have a prote®or in my child.

Don C. Then you fhall—Hold ! (to Banditti)
My father ! (kneels to Don Scipio.)

Don §. How! Ceafar !

Don C. Yes, Sir—drove to defperation by—
my follies were my own---but my vices

Don S. Were the confequence of my rigour---
My child ! let thefe tears wath away the remems-
brance of the patft.

Dor C. My father! 1 am unworthy of this
goodnefs---I confefs ev’n now I entered the caftle
with an impious determination to extortby force---

Sang. Captain, we didn’t come here to za/k--
Give the word for plunder.

Band, Aye, plunder ! (very tumultuous.)
Don C. Hold!
Spa, Captain, let’s have a choice rumaging.
(coc/a bis piftol.)
Ped, .
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Ped. Oh, Lord ! there’s the barrel-organ!

Don C. Stop ! hold! T command you.

*Don §. Oh, heav’ns then is Ramirez the terri-
ble Captain of the cut-throats, the grand tyger of
the cave >—but all my fault ! the un-natural pa-

-rent fhould be punifh’d in a rebellious child! My
life is yours.

Don C. And Tll prcﬁ:rve it asmy own. Retire
and wait your orders.

[Exeunt all Banditti dut Spado.]

Don §. What, then, you are my protettor.
My dear boy ! Forgive me! I, I, 1 pardon all.

Don C. Then, Sir, I fhall firft beg it for my
companions, if reclaim’d by the example of their-

leader, their future lives fhew them worthy of mer-~
«y, if not, with mine let them be forfeit to the
hand of juftice.

Don §. Some, I believe, may go up—Eh;
little Spado, could you dance upon nothing ?

Spa. Yes, Sir; but our captain, your fon muft
lead up the ball. (Bows.)

Don §. Ha, ha, ha; Well, though xll-beﬁow’d
I muft try my intereft at Madrid. Children, I
afk your pardon forgive me Victoria ; and take
my blefling in return. / '

Vic. And do you, Sir, acknowledge me for
Your child ?

Don S. 1do; T do, and my future kmdncfs
fhall make amends for my paft cruelty.

" Ped. Ha, here comes my fpofa---Eh ! got a
Cicefbeo already ?

Enter ALpHONSO and LORENZA.

Dan C. My beloved Lorenza !

Lor. My deareft. (They Embrace.)

Aiph,
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Alpb. My good Captain! as I knew this Lady
only by the name of Vitoria, you little imagined
in your friendly promifes to me, you were giving
‘away your Lorenza; but, had I then known we
both loved the fame miftrefs, I.fhould e’re now”
have relinquifhed my pretenfions.

Lor. My good-natured Alphonfo! Accept
my gratitude, my efteem, but my love is, and
ever was, in the pofleflion of—Don Czfar. '

Don C. Dear father, thisis the individual Lady
wliofe beauty, grace, and an?veli_c voice, capti-
vated my foul at Florence; if fhe can abafe her
fpotlefs mind to think upon a wretch degraded
by his lawlefs irregularities, accompany her par-
don with your approbation to our union.

Lor. My C=far! let every look be forward tg
‘happinefs. -

DUET—Cz/ar and Lorenza.

My foul, my life, my love how great ! \
Sweet flower {o long negleéted,
. Our joys are gapture when we meet,
A blefling unexpecéted.

The envious clouds now chafe away,
Behqld the radient god of day,

Arife with light eternal'crown’d,
To guild the glorious landfcape round.

Don §. Ifabel has been too good, and I toa
bad a parent ! ha, ha, ha! then fate has decreed
ou are, to be my daughter fome way or other.
h, Signora. ' o :
Ped. Yes, but has fate decreed that my fpofa
is to be another man’s wife ?- :

- Spa. And, Sir, (to Scipio.) if fate has decreed
that your fon is not to be hanged, let the indul-
- gence extend to the humbleft of his followers.

(Bows.) |
‘ Den S,



THE CASTLE OF ANDALUSIA- = 183

‘DenS. Ha, ha, ha! . Well, tho’ I believe
youa great, little rogue, yet it feems you have
been the inftrument of bringing about things
- juft as they fhould be. ,

Don ¥. They are not as they tfhould be, and I
tell you again, Don Scipio, I will have,

- Don §. Well, and fhall have—a bottle of the
beft wine in Andalufia, fparkling Mufcadel,
bright as Victoria’s eye, and f{weet as Lorenza’s
lip; hey, now for our brace of Weddings—
where are the violins, lutes, and cymbals? I fay
iet us be merry in future, and paft faults, our -
good-humour’d friends will forget and forgive.

qu;z.—GLEE.

Social powers at pleafure’s call
‘Welcome here to Hymen’s hall ;
Bacchus,-Ceres, blefs the feaft, *
Momuslend the fprightly jeft,

Songs of joy elate-the foul,

Hebe fill the rofy bowl,

Every chafte and dear delight,
Crown with joy this happy night.

THE END.






LE
l’.,fE NADIER.

"THREE PARTS.

i} TO HAVE BEEN PERFORMED AT THE

ROYAL, COVENT-GARDEN,.

1N 17809.

h Ha MUSICK Bx M. SHIELD,




DRAMATIS PERSON.E.

Count Clementin, ...ccccrvsonccencenee eeee Mr. BANNESTER,
Count de Lorge, «cicccovveneercrsenee

Governor of the Baftille, ....cccvevennnees .

M. Pincemaille,
Dubois (a Grenadier, fon to Ambroife), Mr. JounsTOXE.
Acorn (an Enﬁlhﬂ!man), ceevreicassanssses

Martin, (a Soldier), ...cccceeeee cevsevuoneres Mr. Durry,

Ambroife (a veteran Oﬂioer), sesseoreiess Mr. Darney,
Auftin (a Prieft), Mr. Powzir.
Arnold (an Exempt), ..cccocervercecsescsnnss

.Robert (an Invahg 5 sssensssessrsssssscsesesen

Savetier (a Cobler), ........ TRV ' | X Eoww.

(Clmldren of the Military
Thomas § s 001, and fons to Am-
Jaques broife); ...cccceeernecscssnes
Alderfelde (an Officer in the German
fervice), cvvereerccvsscnnenes craseeayes
Pcie Anthony (a Brother of St. Lazate), .

Madame Clementme, cesssnsasenssssssensss Mifs PLATT. ;
Henriette, ..... e eesee. Mrs. MOUNTALN,
Alice, . reesseenns

Madelaine, fevees oosy "Mrs. MarTYR,

-Friars of all. orders, German Guards, French Guards,

Invalids, Noblefle, Citizens, Children of the De-
pot des gardes Fran éoxfes, Peafants, Jailors,

Exempts, Women, Children, Pﬂfoners, &c.

e

sc.ﬂ', Paris



LE | 5

GRENADIER.

PART 1
* SCENE 1,

«® view pear Menilmontant in the wicinity of the
Fauxbourg St. Antoine; on ome fide Madame Cle-
mentine's Houfew A Court and Gate on the other
—a Tree with a Seat under it near the front.

ENTER Tromes and Faques hand in hand, in
their uniforms—they look, laugh and jump with
Brear joy; then run and hide behind a tice, and

archly peep out. . i
Lnter Amb oife—looks about him for Thomas
anQl Jiques—they fuddenly t:art out from behind

the tree, and with j'v fpring into hisarms.

nter Dubois—U'ender and afle@icnate to bis
fat baer and brothers, who bring Ambroife off
WL h great glee.—Henriette appears at a window
of _ Madame C'ementine’s houfe, {niles at Du-
b3 s; he falutes refpe@fully ; fhe enters haitily
S m the houle through the gate——Dubois with
slllantry and complaifance ipvitesher to fit down,
22 - oa
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on the feat under the tree; he paflionate and
tender ; fhe liftens with affeGtion.

, AIR.—Dubois.

Hark to the tinkling of yon brook,

Upon it’sflow’ry margin look; = : -
Thro’ this green mead, tho’ free to firay,
While you are here it feems to fay, '
In plaintive murmurs, Let me ftay,

Ah cruel Seine why atk me yet,

Icannot leave {fweet Henriette.

1.

For thee my fair the violets {pring,

To pleafe my love, the fweet birds fing ;
Or was’t thy thrilling vaice dear maid ?
No, Cupid calls from yonder fhade,
And he muft ever be obey’d. T

Beneath that tree the loves are met,

And there I'll court my Henriette.”

" Ille

‘4

~ 'Tolook around thro’ all mankind, -
. -Some darling paffion {ways the mind. -
‘ }he greedy mifer pants for gold,
. \ nation’s for ambition fold,
o And fame leads on the foldier bold,
Fame, gold, ambition, allare met,
In one {fweet fmile from Henriette.

He leads her to the bench; they fit.—Diftan¢:
fhouts—Duboisapd | enriette liften. . '
Enter Martin—Acquaints Dubois that the peo-
ple are aflembling tp repair to M. Pincemaile’s,
boufe, with delign ta make him give uphis mo-
'nopolized corn. Dubois draws his fword.— Hen-
riette endeavours to diffluade him from going;
they part tenderly. [Excunt Dubois and Martins
The tormer in a1 ardour hgving forgot his muf-
v : quek 7



LE-GRENADIEK. By

quet and grenadier’s hat on the bench. Hen<
riette diftreffed, S ‘
Enter Madame Clementine from the houfe, ine
troducing the Governor; prefents him to Hen-
riette as a lover. She rejefts him with dif-
.dain. He entreats Madame Clementine to -in-
terpofe her authority in his favor; this fhe de~
clines, unwilling to force her daughter’s incli-
nations. The Governor looking on the benchy
fees Dubois’ hat with the national green cockade
and the mufquet, faatches up the hat in great
fury, upbraids Henriette with giving the prefe-
rence to fo mean a rival, tears out the cockade,
throws it on the ground, and treads on it.e——
Madame Clementine with indignation againft the
Governor, picks up the cockade; pre‘ents it to
her daughter, comman:'s her to wear it next her
heart, and defires the Governor to fee Henrictte
no more.—He greatly enraged, ftill having Du-
bois’ hat in his hand, who returns for his muf-
quet, fees the hat and claims it. Madame
Clementine points:to the cockade in Henriette’s
breaft, atking him if it is his; he acknow-
ledges it—Madame Clementine with great joy
looks on Du Bois, authorifes Henriette to re-
ceive his addreffes.—The Governor filled with
much anger and contempt feems greatly morti-
fied.—Shouting without ; the Governor alarm’d ;
Dubois {miles at him with exultation, acquaints.
Madame Clementine that the people are going to
break open Pincemaille’s granaries, and diftri-
bute to the poor the corn at a reafonable price,
[ Exit the Governor baftily and agitated.
Madame Clementine with fpirit, encourages Du
bois to go and aflift the people, to which Hen-
riette with relutance agrees.—
' ‘ DUET.
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DUET.
Henriette and Dubois.”

Hen. =~ Generous {oldier do not go
. To fight, when there’s no fareign foe.

‘Dub. . Do not wrong the gloria:s canfe, .
Againft the abufe but not the laws.
At firft the godlike flame began,
‘T'o give mankind the claims of Man.

Hen. My feays fuch boding ills prefage,
Bleft Angels ftill my foldier guard; .
A nation’s good his thoughts engage,
A nation’s praife’ the bright reward.

Dud. Sweeset, bekt, of womankind, R
Sooth my Jove thy troubl’d mind 3

When tempeituous tumults roll,

This affurance calm thy foul.

Thy Guillaume fcorns 3 rebel’s name,

Nor treafon flain his fword with thame,
Hen, Ah me! '
Dub. My Henriette ! -
Hen, Go.--- : ’
Dyb,  The proud humanity fhall know.].
With patriotic zeal I burn,
Hen. Go, and in cjyic wreaths return.
‘ [Exit Dubois.
Shouts encreafe. ‘ ~

Madame Clementine looks after him with joy
and zcal : Henriette exprefling doubts and fears
for his fafety, determines to follow. Madame
Clementine chgars her, © [Exeunt.

' ’ SCENE —
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SCENE IL
A fireet “before Pincemaille’s magazine.

~ People of all defcription, men, women, and
¢hildren foréibly carrying facks of flour from it.
Acorn confpicuoufly altive.  Euter Pincemaille at
the fide in rage and forrow, ¢ndeavours in vain to
prevent them, runs in defpair imploring the
feveral charalers, as they are carrying off the
flour ; they deride him and flill proceed. Enter
Alderfelt with a body of the Royal Allemande.
- Pincemaille, gives them all money, beieaching
" him to oppofe the plundet of his granary: they
attack the people, recover great part of the
flour and replace it “in the houfe. Pincemaille
with joy fpirits them up. Enter Dubois and
Martin heading a party of grenadiers with the
national cockades. They engage the Royal
Allemande with great vigour, oblige them to
retire, the people rally, headed by Acorn, again
feize the corn and bear it off with acclamations.
Enter Henriette, joyful to find Dubois fafe, they
embrace. Re-enter Acorn, fhakes Dubois heartily by
the hand and applauds his valour. Enter Madame
Clementine and Aufiin, fhe addrefles Dubois
with great affeion and praife for his laft aflion. .
Enter feveral old people meagre and wretched, they
return thanks to Dubois. Madame Clementine
comments on their mifery to Pincemaille, upbraids
him as the caufe; then looking on the granary
with the doors broke open, turns and fmiles -on
Pincemaille with contempt and exultation at this
piece. of juftice for his trampling on the national
cockade, and his oppreflion of the poor;. gives
Henriette’s hand to Dubois. Enter Martin and

fome
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fome refpe&table citizens. They give Pincemaille
a written paper and a bag of money, gold, filver,
and copper, the produce of his flour, which they
had fold at the halle at a2 moderate price 6 the
poar : Pincemaille with rage flings it on the
ground. Dubois takes it up and gtves it to the

r people.  Pincemaille endeavours to take.it
?r‘;om them, but is prevented by Acorn, who puts
them off. Pincemaille with frantic rage pointing
to the granary threatens revenge upon ’em all.
This at laft irritates the foldiers; they rufh on,
feize him, and Martin makes a ftroke of his fword
as to behead him, but his life is fpared by tht
interceffion of Henriette and Madamé Clementiné,;
who ate led off by Dubois. Eseunt,

e 1

SCENE NI

Le Palais Royal.  Sisur Curtius’s cabinet of tifixs
Work confpicuous.

Enter citizens and people of all ranks expreffing
filent forrow. Some go to Sieur Curtius’s cabinet
he enters from it.. They demand the wax bufts of
the Duc D’Orleans and M. Necker, he brings
them out, the people cover part of them with
black crape, carry them high over their heads,
they all take off their hats and huzza. = Ewser
Martin and his party of French grenadiers. They
join with the people in doing . honours to the two,
bufts. (Exeunt fhouting.

SCENE—

)
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"SCENE 1IV.

A Street.—Savetier difcover'd in bis fiall, working,
o Jinging and drinking.

Sav. Ihave juft finith’d my work—(takes up a
bottle.—Gues to fill out a glafs.)—Yes I have finith’d
(Turns the bottle up). Some man they fay, roll’d
a ftone up a hill, and no fooner up than it roll’d
down: fo there was all that lads work to do over
again—now when I empty the bottle it ftays
empty—tho’ I have no obje@ion to do all that
work over again. I’d take a nap if I theught
nobody would attack my property.—(Yawns and

Jalls afteep.) - '

Enter wamiun wi;b a Bajket of Flowers.

Mad. Achetez ma belle Rofe, mon beaux.
Jafmin Drefpaghe, ma belle Giroflee blanche me
beaux oieletts deux. :

AIR.=Madelaine.
Mad.  Mes beaux oicletts doux---come my pretty pinks.

" i bu >
How brillinit the feafon, how fweet isthe cry,
The Lady, the Bithop, the Count and Marquis;
., 'The Pinks of gay Paris, their pinks buy of me;
. 'They always pay double, yet {mile on me too,
. When ;hey hear the fweet cry of my beaux oieletts
oux. : '

11.

‘To the gard’ner I offer my money to Ea ,
For the pinks I buy of him ; my deat he fays nay;
Since I faw your lov’d foot when you ftepp’d o’ex
- yon ftyle ;
I'd give my whole garden to you for a {mile.
At his word I then took him, with dear Sir, adieu,
Yet I paid him his fmile-=-and then beaux oiletts
L doux, '
¥You; ¢ c¢ ' A very



394, . LE GRENADIER,

111

A very fine Lord ; but a vile naughty man,
Would purchafe my pinks---but my perfon trepan¢
) He took out his fnuff-box, and criedp with an air,
¢« Ah ma chere mon afhge ; you are devilith fair.”’
He fain would havekifs’d me:---I cried taifez vous,
Yet his Louis I took, and then beaux oillets doux.

Ay, if my drunken hufband was as in-
duftrious as [ am, we fhould live as happy as any
couple in the Fauxbuorg St. Antoine—Lord if
he is'nt fallen afleep—(looking at him.) Why

ou lazy devil.—Here's. a dainty hufband for
quch a pretty girl as me !—I’ve heard of one Mifs
Venus that us'd to fell myrtles, the married a
Mr. Vulcan, a black{mith.—I’m fure I’ve made
a mere Venus of myfelf to marry a cobler ; why
~ Savetier ! Savetier! here’s 2 bit of fweet briar for
you my dear, the patriotic colour—My Hero,
“and a nettle for you my darling---(pats him with
the flowers.)

Sav. (Starting out of bis fleep.) My property.
Heels, foals, fhoes, pumps, {traps, lapftone, ends
and pegging-awls ! * :

* Mad. Ha, ha, ha! _

Sav. Oh, wife is it.you. (Yawns, gets eut of
bis flall.)—Oh you awoke me from the fweeteft
dream. '

Mad. Ay, but are your children to get bread
by your dreaming ? L

Sav. My dear, I thought :—Kifs me Made-

laing. N ‘ ‘
,"ﬁad. You're not fo fond of kiffing in the houfe

- that.you fhou’d. get te it in the open ftreets,
Sav, Suchadream ! thought that I was Arch
“Bithop of Paris, that [ was preaching a fermon
at Notre Dame, and that as I was explicatifying
~on the text, flourithing my arms over my head

. like
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Iike 2 mad kettle drummer, and beating the un-
fortunate cuthion with as little mercy as if t’was
my own poor lapftone.—Out flys from one of my
fleeves a flipper of the Qreens, it {kims round
the church ; the piqued toe hits the king in the
eye, whlzzmg down, knock’d the fceptre out of
his left hand into his right; rebounding up at
the breaft of the Governor of the Baftile flaps
off his upper button, and firiking the elbow of
an Englifh baker, with an oak ftick in his fift,
it fell on the toupee of Dubois the gr.nadneu,
and it inftantly fprouted into green leaves round
his forechead ; and my dear Madelaine, as you
were oﬁ'enng me one of your {weet rofes, I
thought at that moment in ﬂcpped the devil.—
(Enter Pere Anthony) He! he! he! wife, dld you
ever fee any thing fo apropes.

Ant. Save you. ‘
Sav, Ay fave us from “thee.—If Ihadmen..

tion’d the black gentleman fooner, I fhould have

been cut off in the middle of my dream—he ! he!

he !—talk of the—he! he! he!—and—he! he!
he! (looks at father Anthony fignificantly.)

Mad. Throw out fuch inunendes upon his
reverence. Oh! upon my reputation my dear—
you are a reprobate.

Ant. Madelaine you have confeffed but twelvc
times fince Eafter.

Mad. Oh holy father, my hufband here is thc
worft man.— .

Sav. You jade confcfs yqu.r own wickednefs
and never mind mine. -

Ant. Come with me child ard let his fins fall
upon his own head.

Sav. If fhe goes with you I am afraxd her fins

‘mn fall upon iny head. 4
cc 3 Mad,
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Mad. Why hufband do you know what ..
Friar is ? Dont you know he canfpum(h you—y
bring you into the church.

Sav. Ay and let him bring my fall into hm
church and then I'll be a Prebend.

Mad. Do you hear him Father? he’s the moﬁ.
curfcdc&-——do you know—

AIR—Sawetier..

Gaylfriends we’ll have a jovial bout, -
Our wine and care difpatching,

And hethat’s fad, why, turn him out,
For grief they fay is catching.

Then fhake your heel and thake your toe,
) ‘Since freedom there’s rare news of,
_ . We’ll now kick high, and now kick low,
) And kick our wooden fhoes off.

And where they’ll drop, may puzzle all,
The do&ors of the Sorbonne,
The lobe turns round and let them fall
‘Upon a Turkifh turban,

The felfith patriot may prate
Of King and people vapour,
. Let nothing trouble now your pate
* But how to cat a caper.
Then fhake your hcel,

Exeunt,

SCENE V.

La' Place Louis XV. the Garden and Palace of
. the Thuleries with the Pont Tournant in view.

Enter Guards and people with the bufts. A ﬁ;te
feday
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fedan chair, brought on preceded by footmen in
green laced liveries, the people furround the chair,
draw the curtains, finding it open, they break it
to pieces, and feize the footmen, one of whom
looking at the people’s green cockade [nearingly
remarks, that.with all their patriotifm they wear
the livery of the Count, they look at his coat ang
then tear out their cockades, fling ‘them away;
fome rufh into the milliners fhops and return
inftantly with red and.blue cockades, which they
put in their hats, : o

f - [Exit in tumult,

Enter SAVETIER MADELAINE 284 PERE ANTHONY.
Savetier feems feized with ardour—difcontented

with his drefs—Madelaine weeps—Pere Anthony

comforts, and in' condolence takes heroff. -

Enter a concourfe of people with wheelbarrows, pick-

axes, fhovels, &c. ¢, foouts of < Au champs
de Mars.”’

AIR,—Savetier.

Come men and beys, widows and maids,
Forfiddles quit mufket gnd trigger,
_Since Sire isnow King of Spades, *
Each noble thould turn turf digger.
- The altar we’ll raife in the field,
The heavens our pans fhall greet,
For power got tipfey and reel’d
.And tumbled at liberty’s feet.

*  [Exeunt.
SCENE
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SCENE VI.
Le Rie Richlean.

Enter People carrying the Buft in triumph.

Enter SAVETIER, drefled in Ref;’frientals; a label oy
bis back,  Un Capitaine a Louer.” _

AIR—Savetier.

Tho fome me a cobler will call,
I was a neat ftitcher of pumps,
"At lat I left hammerand awl,
. .And now I’m a dealerin thumps.
I’ve taken fuch courage of late,
Nor Gentles nor Nobles I dreads
Pve leather’d thefeet of the great,
And now Sir, I'll leather their heads, -
Hah ! Faralibobette, T
" Faralibobo, ey
v Savatt Form Selette, )
‘ Sabre tire Marteau,
Faralibobette,
f Faralibobo,

-

Il

With lapftone I’ll bang the Battile, |
Then Inftep the Mafter to vamp,
His foul cafe I’ﬁ’ tap on the heel, _
And I'll make him kick out at the lamp,
My bufinefs of late fo decay’d,
No cath could I raife for the booze,
But I'll foon have a floyrithing trade,
Since no more we fhall wear wooden fhoes, .
Hah! Fara. &c.

III,

. My wax end. I’ll give to the Pope,
To the German I'll give a few knocks,
An Irifhman taught me to tope,
And an ‘Englith Jew learn’d meto box.,

"
oon B
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For liberty now I will fight, ,
Y When I can’t I’ll perhapsrun away,
I’m Crifpin Swifs, He&or fo tight,
Cobler, captain forall that will pay.
Hah ! Para, &c.

Entet ALDERFELT, and the Royal Alemande, fome
of them throw out gibes at the bufts, are reproved
by Robert; he’s puth’d down, one of the Germans
makes a ftroke with his fword at one of the bufts,
it’s broken, the people incenfed, attack the Soldiers,

- with ftones, clubs, &c.---Mulfquetry is heard
without---Alarm bell rings and a general cry
¢ Aux Armes.”---German Guards are drlvmg
off the people.---Enter Dubois and Martin head-
ing a party of grenadiers, with national cock-
ades, (blue and red,) they engage the Royal
Allemande with vigour---oblige them to retire.--2

Euter Hentiette, Madame Clementine and Aufiin.

Proceflion of men and women, as to the marnagc
of Dubois and Henriette.

AIR a7d CHORUS.

Gentle Venus for a while
Calm the tumult with 3 f{mile,
Let no care difturb the rite,
Blefs with joy the wedding night.
Women. Sobrave is the youth !
Men. And fo handfome the maid.
Women. ’Tis valour.
Men. Tis beauty.
All. Now call for thy aid.
Chorus. Yetifthe ﬁ!orm needs mu#t blow,
And dangers fierce impending ;
Women. He courage has to ftrike the foe,
Men. She beauty worth defending.
Chorus. Yet if the ftorm, &c. [Exeunt.

Lo proceffion led by Auftin, as to the marriage of
Henriette and Dubois.

END OF THE FIRST PART,
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- PART IL

SCENE I.

The Boulevards, with a View of the Depét des
Gardes Francoife’s.

THOMAS, Jaques, and the other children
of the {chool armed and in uniforms, drawn up
before it. . Ambroife ftanding before them thoul-

dering a large fick.
| AIR—-dmbroi 2

Come, Come to your arms my boys,
Your firelocks poize,
Shoulder,
Bolder,
With your quick manceuvre charm each beholder,
) Ground! Fort Bien! recover}
T - A petit paté! when exercife is over,

a0 ) Alons, : -
- Charge---prefent---Fire---Bon !
“° -« - (The Children Exercife.)
- cdiR bt 4 e W e ’ E”t”
¢ lll“ . “ 7 ‘ -

-
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Ermr MADAM! CLEMENTINE, Dvnox!,
HexrierTs, &,

‘Dubois takes Jaques and Thomas dy the hand
and introdaces them to Madame Clenrentine and
Henriette as his brother$;/—The Ladies prefent

. Ambroife and all the Children with' National
Cockades, they put them in their hats and
huzza ! Dubois and the Ladiés defire tie Chile
dren to retire into the fchool out of the way of
danger, they affent,-breals their ranks, phy and
walk  about promifcuoufly—Dubois and the Laé
dies take a tender leave of Thomas and Jaques}
afk Ambroife to go with'tliem, he fays he’ll fay
fome time longer with the boys, .

[ Exeunt Dubois, Mad, Clementine, Henriette, &,

Ambroife takes papers of cakes out of his
pocket, and difiributes them among the chil-
dren, they eat, laugh, play ahd are withoutany
reguluity going idto the fchool. A volley of thot

=t 4. diflance.. The .Children inftantly return ;
form themfelves in order of battle, charge their
Ppieces with exa@ military difcipiine—Ambroife
ftanis lgoking at them with fyrprife and admiw
rat on,

Enter Aeorn, Sm ier, and People, ﬂylng wnth
precpitation. Awrn with’ fpmt, cndeavourl
to rally them— Another volley—=Cries of diftrefs.'

Enter Alderfeldt and the Royal A lemande pur-
fuing themi—the people- prepare to’ fly—=The
Ruyal Allemande 0 fpllow--rbc Childrep in-
terpufe, form themfelves inta rcgnlar lines bea
fore them,-dcharge a volley of fmall fhot ;- thus
repulfed, the Royal Allemande make a ftand.—
Alderfelt commands them to fire on the Children,

they refufe, Acorn ruthes forward and knocks

YOL. I PP Alder-
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* Alderfeldt down, but is himfelf furrounded and
taken by fome of the Rayal Allemande and borne
off. The Children again charge, the Royal"
Allemande athamed to attack them, yet many
wounded and fome fallen, they are obliged to
_retreat. The People take courage, and purfue
them ; the Women very a&ive in this—Some
of the loweft of the rabble attempt ta rifle thofe
of the Royal Allemande that had fallen'; the
Children prefent their pieces at them, and they

" run off in confufion feveral ways.—The Chil-

dren and Ambroife exprefs pity for the wound-

ed, and with a fhew of compaffion call out the

Servants of the fchool, and Surgeons who have

them brought in. - : .

* AIR— Ambroife.

A Soldier I wasand I buftled in wars,

Qn my old fhining pate I can fhew many fcars,
‘The Army I left when I found the wars ceafe,’
For little is thought of a Soldier in peace. -

Ifit me down quiet upon a fmall farm,
-~ In the funthine of comfort how happy I fing,
=" And all my rent paid and the tax to the king,
I fill had a bottl€ to keep my nofe warm,

"The fnow of Dcce_mbcx_"tho’ fhook on my head,
) The full rofe of June o’er my jolly cheeks fpread,
- In the dance on the green,” when my legs chanced ta
" fail, S - '
I had breath enough left for amerry old tale,

But tho’ I fowed, my wh;:at would ne’er come to flour,
=~ Three things ere I reap’d, would my crop all devour, -
+ The Paitbridge picks the grain pp, the blade the Rabbit
gobbles,
Andail my corn that grew to ears, was threh’d out by
" the Nobleg, o on o

"'A)Jl‘s G . L. . iso
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So my flail I fling away and up with my Cockade; -

And hoof along the furrows away for the Parade,

"Then roufe ye valiant Tiers Etat, fuccefs and triumph
wait us, . , ~

My Ploughthare leads you on my boys, Huzza ! .Old
Cincinatus.

CHORUS or CuiLDrEN.

Then roufe ye valiant Tiers Etat, fuccefs and triumph
wait us, .

His Ploughfhare leads the way my boys, Huzza ! Old
Cincinatis, - A

The Children, . headed by Ambroife, march
round, and go into the fchool huzzaing.

T . -

-

SCENE 1I.

Fauxbourgh St. Laurent—Tbe Convent of St. Lazarre
: in view. . .

' Shouting without on every fide. e

Enter from the Convent wmany of the Prigfis in

terror and amazement, with their effeéts, fur-
niture, plate, Wines, &c. ‘

Enter People at the fides, run into a Blackfmith’s
Thop, and briag out various implements as wea=
pons, they go to the gates of St. Lazarre—the
Priefts endeavour by perfuafion to. ftop them.

Enter at the fide a body of reputable Citizens
“wwell armed, they try to quell the tumult, but in
~wain; the people ruth into the Convent—The
<Citizens deliberate—the People return from the

Convent with their plunder of Wines, Provifi-
ons, Sacks of Corn, Plate, &c,

L. DD 2 _Infd'
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Enter from the €onvent Pere Anthony, watking
pefore a coffin, borne by four priefts as to bu-
rial. The people give way with reverence; but
Savetier more bpfy than the reft, getting clofe,
perceives 2 piece of drapery hanging out of the
coffin 3 calls the people afide, points and laughs;
they by 'force take and fet the coffin an end, Sa-
vetier opens the lid, and Madelaine walks out

of it.

r Med,

Saw,

Mad.

- . Did you make my TFantony.

DUET.

Savgtier and Madelaine.

A Miracle this!
-. The desd come o life!
It isn’twam—
Ieig
By the Lord it’s my wife!
I died the day, that very da
. That you unkind forfooz me;’
And from the Grave, . :
My Soul te faxe,
The holy Father took me.
You fhould haye died at home {weet {ponfe,
-~ Oh, what a funeral feaft;
Of all the cold meat in' the houfe,
.© A dead wife is the beft:
But tell me Father Anthony,

Piggin,
Rigggin, '
Squeak a few ?
Tell me this, and tell me true?
Never qli;nd him reverend Sir,
He’s a whelp they call a cur,
That in Manger takes much box,
Not Eat himfelf, nor let the Ox.
Little fubfy there you lie,
The Prieft’s the Dog, the Ox am I.
‘That your magners! (frikes bim) how d'ye=
hike it?
- . Sa'-:
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- Saw, " By my Captain’s {fword and' pike, it
. Is againft the Salique Law,
That fceptre wags in female Paw.

* Mad. Captain ftrut without a tizzy.

Sav. Ma’am be Babylonith Mifly. 4
. Mad. March and lead tag-rag to battle.

Sav. Giggle, ogle, leer and gig it

Mad. Powder, frizzle, and be wig it.

Sav. Lifp and fimper, fneer and tattle.

Captain ftrutt, &c.
Botb. } Ma’am be, &c.

Ambroife and a great number of the opulent
citizens and of the moft refpetable of the Tiers
Etat ftill endeavour to quiet the people, and dif-
arm the moft de{perate; then form themfelves
into order, and propofe to repau‘ to the Hotel
de Ville to deliberate.

AIR.—Ambroi/é.

Each Champion for his Nation,
All danger now defies;
~ Our wrongs in acclamation,
In thunder, fhall arife:

And tho’ we draw the fword,
’T'is not to lead a fa&ion; .
Our Country! that’s the word,

Tao dignify the A&ion. .

Night coming on, many of the people have

~ lighted torches. 7 (Exeunt.
SCENE III

Infide of the Bafille—A dark paflage.

The double doors are unlock’d, and grate up-
Qn the hinges.—

Enler
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Enter the Governor, Lieutenant de Roi, Exempts,
Guards, Gaolers with bunches of keys, and Arnold
with a bundle.—The Governor tells that by the
help of this, (taking a friar’s drefs out of the bun-
dle) he hopes to have Henriette in his power, and
revenge himfelf on her family. He aflifts Arnold
to put on the drefs, paufes, fays that he’ll make
her father Count Clementin (now a prifoner in
the Baftille,) the inftrument to draw her into the
fnare, (Exit with Arnold.

SCENE 1V.

Infide of the Baflille, an oftagonal Chamber of one
of the Towers, marked with every circumfiance
of borrer agreeable to defcription; double barr'd
windows wvery bigh from the floor, double Iron
door in the back flat, the perfpective fo contrived
as to fbew the thicknefs of the Wall, by the [pace
between the two Doors.—In one corner a large
Tron Cage.—A gloomy Lamp hanging in the centre
of the room.— A dreadful clanking of chains, gra-
ding of boits, bars and binges of Iron Gates.

Enter Count Clementin, his head enclofed in an
iron mafk, his drefs tatter’™d and wretchedly
negletted, he feems in the deepeflt defpair.

AIR.—=Count Clmmtin.

Author of good, a Sun thou’ft giv'n,

To all berieath the cope of Heav’na’

Oh glorious orb! oh joy fupreme !

For ever loft thy chearing beam ; ©T .
Ah what’s to him Celeftial Light,
Imprifon’d here in endlefs nigit. ‘

Y . CHO-
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‘ CHORUS or Prisonzss.
(Suppsfed from their refpetiive Dungeons).

Ah what’s to ‘us celeftial light,
JImprifon’d here in endlefs night.

A ferocious - Turnkey (after much noife of
locking and unlocking of doors, and grating of
hinges, &c.) enters with food, which the Count
feems to loath.

: [Ezit Turnkey with the food.
The Count appears in extreme agitation of dif~
trefs.—Takes a filver plate and fork, looks round
with caution and conceals them. :

AIR.—f-Coant Clementin.

From my lov’d wife, my babe juft born,
A hufband, a fond father torn,
My anguifh can I bear!
This breaft with Loyalty tho’ fraught, ;
A Traitor to my Prince I’m thought ;
No comfort but defpair.

Chor. of Prifoners. No comfort but defpair.

My food is Joathfome, bed is hard,
Axnd chilling cold my ftony ward ; L7
Ungentle valets tend.
Drop fcaldin‘g tears corrode my face,
Still fatal caique my head embrace,
My life and forrows end.

£ bor. of Prifoners. * Our grief with life muft end."

“The flower may wither in its bloom,

The lamp can wafte within the tomb,
And fountains are exhal’d.

My Senfes to my Griefs awake,

Why ftubborn heart refufe to break,

When even Hope has fail’'d ? N
&bor, of Prifeners. - Why fiubborp heart refufe to break,
~ When even Hope has fail'd ?

Du-_
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During the air re-enter Turnkey, at the back
appears to be taking dow the words. ‘
Enter the Gopernor, Gyardsy &&¢ —The Governor
places himfelf between:the duos;and-Count Cle-
mentin. The centinelsvat it ave'doubled. The
- Governor unlocks | the ‘Count’s* mafk, they fit
and enter into converfation,, . A commiflaire une
. {feen by the Count takes downt his anfwers, then
puts the book i his pocket. The Governor fees
_aring on the Count’s finger, requefts it with a
mixture of politenefs and: fe'r-yjlity; the Count
appears to fet the higheft value on it, and cana
not be prevailed on to part with it. The Go-
vernor changes his manner, orders the lron Cage
forward, and commands two. of .the Guards to
hold him ; then forces off the Ring, and claps
the Mafk en, which'helocks. THeCount dathes
himfelf on the grouad: as overwhelm’d with an-
uith. : R
5 Enter Arnold in she friars drefs.—The Governor
with great joy gives Atnold th¢ Ring tells him
to take it to Madame.Clementine, who by that
pledge will know her hufband lives, and will
obey infhiudibns. . . . oo ([ Seaue clyfes.
B : S LI

T et —atite . 4§00
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A Room'in Madase Clementine's Hoxle, v

! o AU R S A S “" N 'K;._}'w";;,']
Madame Clementine, Dubois, Henriette, Man

tin, Ambroife, Jaques, Thomas, and company

difcovered, fupper over.+-Dubois and Henriette

as bride and bridegroom. ' t

N
> P

GLEE.
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- GLEE.
I have been drinking, drinking I have been;
I fee by your arch blinking, )
’ You do the fame,
.. Then cin you blame,
My eyes fly rogue for winking ;
While wine is good,
Youthful our blood,
Gay friends be blithe and bonny ;
While time is ftow in merry mood,
Let’s banith cart if he intrude.
With hey nony.nony.

19 68

Pm giving to loving, love is my delight;
I fee by your aﬁ blinking, y
Love’s {weet to you ;
. Elfe why archly woo
. My ej;es fond rogue in winking ;.
rom your bright lip,
Sweets let me fip,
As bees from flowers take honey:
we'll lau{'h and kifs, and d:ini and £l1,
And let the pleafing burtheaftill, .
: ge hey nony nony,

.

‘Madame Clementine looks at Henriette with
‘tendernefs and concern, then at a whole length
Portrait of a man, weeps, and feems to invoke it

- ffor a blefling on Henriette and Dubois. They
Rook on it with reverence and affe&ion, Dubois .
‘«<ompares the face with Henriette’s; and Madam
Clementine exprefles, by pointing to her widow’s
~weeds, that ’tis her deceafed Hufband., Hen-
Fictte appears to comfort her. '

VOL, I, ER AlIR:
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Now fhall the hopeft man be pris’dy. - . ool

His bleod with Tinkers blended ;
And let the villain be defpis’d,
From Clovis tho’ defcended.
That fools thou’d rev’rence claim from blood,
Fly hence the vile delufion, .
He’s truly noble who is good,
And this is Conftitution. . .
Hard knocks abroad, when I was young,
I got upon this hard head, S A
With little crofs on button Kung, - ‘ e
I was at home rewarded. - i
But tomak'e‘;}?fotﬁdaofbbod. AT RIS )
© A patriot effufion, IR |
. 1 deink my'ows and country’s good,.. - ' )
And this is Conflitation. Lo T
. Grag

Henriette propofes a family daace—the: foves
_ ral domeftics men and maids are call'd inei 1 )
o amautET. 0
The. Dance over; Enter-Alics, (abruptly) ans
nouncing-a perffon ‘to Madame Qlementine,-thik
raifes the company’s curiofity. . - ‘[ Exir. Aice.
She re~enters .introducing Arnold im: his : friar’y
drefs; with aétiops fuiting his affumed charactes,
he delivers Madame Clementine the Ring 1at. the
firft fight of it fhe’s feized with. athopithmentsy
fucceeded -by joy, communicates the seafon
it to the company—their fuprize: apd ploafund.
—Henriette takes the ring, -laoks up: at the pod-
trait, preffes the: Ring to hey lips, and puts it ok
her finger. Arnold lochs at the picture, :poinG
alternately at-that and the ring-with feenting caig-
tinns of pleafure.—~Madanie Cleméntine preghares
with Henriette to accempany: him,. a5 tonotect
the Counit according to his direétions s : the n:}

]
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of the. company attempt to go with thcm--op#
pos’d by Arnold’s advice who takes off Madame
Clementine and Hearietts by thehand. [ Exenst.

CSCENE VL.
Night, before Madame Cle:riu‘:iti-n‘:"; Houfe.

A Coach at a litttle diftance, the 'Governor
fhews himfelf at the wipdows of it, the four
Guards and Exempts endeavour: te- hide them-
felves ftanding up clofe to the wall; Madame
Clementine’s door opens, ' Enter'from it Alice
with a light, Arnold, Madame Clementine and
Henrietie.- - Armold as by accident dbondehs: the
Candle ‘out ‘of Alice’s hand, then: witlh many
apologies and feem_ivng complaifance, leads the
Ladies to the Coach door. " Henriette fteps in-
tos the Coach, Midame Clementine follawing
fide’—Arnold fudd-nly plocks ber back,
-vButpr. Squetigr, abferves flyly what is - going
#orwird, makes figns that he’ll call the people
o thew refcug.—Two of the guards :(exge him,
wihd thruft him into the Coach, fhut the door,

ahd ftep yp behind; the Guards fyrrouad it, aad
X dnves rapudiy off. ——Madame Clementine
-fwoons, Alice fhricks.—bater trom the- houfe
~Dubots, Auitin, Ambrai'e and company~—Alice
“ip eontyljon and tiight tells the circymitance—
<Muadame Clementige and 3all, much difirefs’d,
—Pubois enraged.— . . [ Sbeuting without
<= Enter Maréin, Gremadiers; Citizegs armed, and
a:concourfe gf people as to the demalithion of
“the Batulle, Dubais heass this with joy, encou-
RE2 C 1agen
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rages them with fpirit, examines thexr arms; finds
them infufficient for the enterpnfe expreflés
want of cannon.—Robert advances, and pro-
pofes to go to thc Hotel des Invalids.

AlR —Duboz:.
Dear Paris, native cxty beft belov’d,
Forgive thy fons by hard oppreflion mov d,
Though tumults banifh thy internal peace,
Our nghts eftablifhed, then fierce clamours ceafe,
March on! we do not draw the fword,
. To fheath it in-our Conntry 3- b'ca{t H
But till her freedom is reftor’d, :
Lo Oh never fhall this arm have reft, v

While Natyre with a bounteous hand,

Has fhower’d her blgffings o’er our land,

How fmall alas! the poor man’s thare;"’

The Galling Yoke no longer bear.

To keep us flaves ghe Great combine;

And fhake the lafh if we repine. -
Come on brave youths, let’s ﬁnke the blow,
‘Our wrongs in acclamation, - e
Shall letiour hanghty Tyrants know;: .. . /.~
The People are the Napon

W [Exeunt led by Dubm.

i
e -

N
.

END OF THE. SECOND PART.

s
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SCENEL,
Ifg/’ ide qf the Ba_/lxllt.

'-EN TER Sawtwr gropmg his way.
41 RECITATIVE.

-Sav. What the devil! who's that?
Blefs me!
It certainly muft be——
. Nobody
“» Veryodd! I
Two pair of feet hear
A Cat?
A Rat?
Toad or Lizard--- .
What’s the matter ?
Tho' nought befor&my eyesis
My teeth chatter v
My hair uprifes
And together knock my knees hard..

E 4 . ) " AIR.
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Pve got into a:dungean, but hew no*dgu out; ii.. wi
Becaufe I don’t know is 3 matser of doubs, -, . ..
Should the Governor find me, it ru;s ihm Begd Ve
1f my life he fhould take, then its odds Bat I'm desd
My two pretty ears he’ll cut off fo cleas,:’ 5"
- But may behe'd leave my head flicking batwesn. -
For the good of my t_:gu_ntr{ myfelf | qxpofes, . -
And glory to follow---I’ll follow---my nafe,

And if I fhould chance to get into theair
Of my fine dainty body heﬁLkindly take caregq
Left by a great fall I my little toe break,
1 think that he’ll tie me yp faft by the neg o
. Before the vile gibbet deprives ‘me of Hfsd —— KT
Like Brutus, or Cite &1} fill on my kiife
Y11 let out my heart’s blood here on this cold fione,
Aad Pll et out-—-T'l let—agd PIL let it alonge 3
Tl e aan Saed
A fmall door opens, Enter' from ‘it the. Gaee:
por with adark lantern leading in Henrietgess.
vétier retires ;-the Goverpor. (%rp ably puts, % ’
riettte in at another daor, Saif:iierﬁ_’g}:téing,qggr
bis way falls; the Governor [eops Sayehie
fneaks round the place crouching, ftoopihg; cree
ing, and many ludicrous pofitions 1o capeegf
felf,. mews like a cat, fqueaks like:a rag; “the,
vernor ftill liftening and looking abeut ; Sav

and . g \ ?V‘etl
to conceal himfelf gets behind him, and (Hill 2
Governor walks about with the light Savetier keej
behind, at length falling pn his hands and Kp

the Governor fuddenly fgr‘;in' .Back. ‘iﬁb‘}C§,§
him, at firft alarm¢d bug rifes, puts ghe ligh
Savetiers face, who kneels befeeching miercy; |
Governor paufes, looks at tlie door where he
fecreted Henriette' and concluding that fhe

have been feen by- Savetier, determines ta-d

e
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him, goes fome paces baek and with alions of
kindnefs and encouragement defires Savetier to ap-

proach ;- Savetier walking towards him,  a trap-

door fuddenly opens under him, and he difappears,

the Governor exprefles joy in felf-fecurity. Going

towards’ the room where he had placed Hegrieste,
a noife without; he: makes to the: door he cime in

at, blows sut his light, and exit, baflily. -

Dawn.—Before the Hatel des Trvalids. . Tawo old
. Drvalids on guard st the Gatese -
e 45 Qe JEo o RIS SAN- D SURUPTCTUN GO AL SO N : A

Ente-Dubors, - Martin;- - French Guards; Am-
broife, Citizens, People.—They demand entrance are
ately réfufed by the two Centinéls who pre-
@& théir bayonets: The Soldiers, &c. attémpt
il them, ‘but are-prevehted By Dubois, ¥
2r at the fide Robert haftily, ‘he tells his
niddés (the Centirels) how ill he had been ufed
g’i’ﬁe Royal ‘Allemande—gives them national
Kades, they put themin their hats, huzza, and
ddthic Diubois, Soldiers, People, &c. into the Ho-
t}a}g“iﬁ)my;df Soldiers wait without to cover the
td jce’s Re:enter thofe who went in, bringing
“‘gahhop,_‘mgfketk, and all kind of warlike
ores’s The ardeur of ‘the old drummers, trum-
peters and ‘Afers whinifically charaQeriftic. .-

~Shouts of * 4 bas la Bafiille”

BB oL st i A mganl L
Ky o t AIR—-M(ZTI{H.
Soeer o sl o U0 LT P
01 1/Poo 1ang weve re opprefion floap'd ! i
i Or lets be free or ceafeto live ;

Sweet
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Sweet lxly that fo long hath droop’d

L lp. rionsg now revive t s
3:1 d the Jur mg {pider watch - T
eads his cruel fings,, - ° l
’I‘ho thou htlefs fly in webto cdtch « «
4. ‘Thei mlgétdles mynngs. ‘ o d
\

Anb. Let's drag the fpu!er frorh his dcn R
The Battille is the web of giep, < 1 73 310 <t
?  /The wretch:that buile yon manfien dreag; i ‘, o

ool

Within it lan mlh’dnunyaaxear'“ oo (‘ '

When halamtfe tyrantcurft | ., -

oo Brazen-bull much boaﬁed, e Y '
<"+ ‘The artful maker wasthe firft © * 51 °.0E0 L

Wxthmhxsﬁnebuuma&ed.., iaersiuag

M Now fell the tree whofe lofty pnd¢ ‘Lg,_:_ng

il -~ Hath hid its beauties in the fhade,
.~ " Fame to the patriot brow decide '’
The laurek-that can never fade s ©~-+ zorobaiw
o The noble theme with joy repeat cinodl adye
T 7 Our caufe fhall 'with fuccefs be grown’ X3 B
To rattling drums our hearts fhall bcat FoE Iy
" { Oar voices to the trumpet tound"s nhoeind

~ A g
Ch - Down with bolts bars amd iron door, : 2
2007 The guiltlefs prifoner fhall be free s “43 ”
* ;:0ur canyron with tremendous rear, % ".
“Shall join thecry of Liberty, . . . .-

oy g"'ﬂ(;(_ni

A L SCENE III e “‘”ﬂ‘&
' ISR 'ﬂn«n‘tﬁ

Bcfaret&e ﬁant Gates of the Baﬂxlle The tuso Drisag~

bridges and Mosts : On.the one fids @ frwFoafls

5 df the-Fanxbourg St. Amme, ok, Jbe otbed the Go~

/‘"j WM‘ba%.. . Iy 'h‘ m-nt—i

TR IR fi

Enler dawn tbz Street sz:m' lfmded y:MQK
drmed—-they demind’ entranéc,, re fuféd, tﬁc ,
“fire to thc}GOVtrnor s houle, thxsfqon extl 3 -

the drawbndge is let down ; Lu:utcna,qt p
comes‘
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comnes over it bearing a* white flag’; Drtim within
beats a parley ; he invites‘the people in with cour-
teous action ; Awuftini-and ‘many .ethers crofs the
Foffé ; the bridge is inftantly rdifed and an ex-

- plofion of cannon is_heard. within fucceeded by
cries and groans ; the People without are enraged
to defperation -at the Governors. treachery. A
canrion is fir'd among them froth the Battille, they
run in diforder to the other fide ; Robert points
out danger in fome brambles that appear on the
Boulevard, clofe by where they ftdand; They quit
their ftation, and a cannon fhot is fired from the
thicket; Thé people then retire into the adjacent
houfes with precipitation and . are. feen “at the
windows, and ‘en the tops,’ from whence they fire
at the Invalids placed on the battlements, ramparts,
and at the Embraflures of the Baftille.
~ Enter down' the Street St. Antoine, Dubois,
Martin, Ambroife, Thomas, Jacques, Guards,
Cifizens, Women, Children, 8cc. with the cannon
o the Horel - dés Invalids, a - white: flag is feen
Jied on a tower of the Baftille, and at the
nt a cannon is thot from it down the Street St.
) ine. Dubois dire¢ts the Soldiers and peo.
« Ple to play their cannon againft the gates of the
. Baftille; they are bhatter'd down, they then point
k igaintt the chains of the draw-brid e which falls
- gigidChey - pafs by it over the firft foff8. . A kands
Werchict is feen o drop' from 'a fmal window of
~ahie -Baftille, dnd from a grated aperwute s Biver
plate falls ; Dubois knows the handkerchief to be -
Migzc{s,_ and Mactin fhews him the name of
Snc Clementin inferibed on the place 5 they
N gq\iin over'the drawbridge with the greateft rapie

‘Q. ¢ Cariot onitinges plaving,’ the Women and

E ~.‘§§al$n?&r\‘vé‘ themn w‘ifhebaﬂi' T _

- g0 .

T - | [Scene clofes.
’gu. Iy FrF SN



et : o ’I”/ide,ef tblBa‘/,illei ’

Enter the Governor, Pincemaille, Exempls, turs-
keys, 8c. much terrified : the Governor i gredit
‘g_iﬁ'ra&ion giving confufed orders to his oficers.
Uhey run about in terror.  The noife - without
dncreafes, The Governor goes off with emotions
of defpair. ‘ [ Exeuns:avl,
- Enter from a chamber Menriette; frightened,
The noife ftill encreafing—She feized with diftnay
apd . terror falls on her knees and turns hetcyes
tq heaven in feryent prayer. Ce o aind
~Enter from another chamber in a fiow and
folemn pace, Count Clementin. His iren'mafk
on.. He approaches Henriette. She turnsfad-
denly, and at the fight of him fhrieks and fwoons,
he .gently. raifes her. ~She revives, he’ takes off
his mafk, fhe fhews the ring, they-recogaizing
cach . other for father and -daughter, are ftruck
with furprife and affection. She kneels-tohim, -
e tenderly embraces-her. The noife without mow's-
. approaching, he takes her by the hand, and heflily
Ieads her to an adjoining room. @ % o
... Enter in wild tumult of fury Dubois,”* Martin,
. Ambroife, foldiers, citizens, people,>8c.>-sAll
" hurry from place to place, killing the -gumds,
. forcing keys from the jailors, opening theschams-
_.bers and dungeons, releafing the prifosers; apd
_bringing -out and difplaying the feverdl zinftvu-
. meats of rorture. ‘ S mw
5. [Enter Madelaine, Pere Anthony, Pyighs; eoomen,
. <hildren, &, &rc. , The old Count-de -{.0tge
brougnt _from his céll:much ematiated, tils beard
very long, filled' with joy-and wonle? byt can -
oo ot : fcarces

& -~

» L -

LN
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fcarce beat the light. :Many of the people ré:
cognize in the prifoners their former friends
and relatives. Dubois runs precipitately from
cell to cell in fearch of Henriette.. Opens a
dupgeon fhaped like a cope reverfed, fram whence
Acorn_afcends,  but unable to' ftand,  falls :
rautal joy : Acorn pointing to the place” of his
-confinement fhows the fituation his feet were in.
The fight of the unhappy pris’ners and various
‘mplements of torture roufe the indignation of the
papliitude high againft the Governor, and many
Sifpecfe feveral ways in fearch of him with fhougs
:of vengeance. . . o R
. Dubois, Ambroife, Martin and their.’ friends
seentipyging their fearch for Henriette, Pubois
adifcovers Arnold in his friars drefs, they drag
-him forth from his concealment, he falls on his
JHoees, - implorest for mency,. Dubois drawing
idemands wicre Henriette’s fecreted. She enters
. shaftily, . runs o Dubois, who quitting. Arnold,
xolafps her in his arms. , S
vt Eater Madame Clementine, and from the rgom
wgdjoining Count Clementin with, his mafk ‘in his
- hand.. Madame Clemeuntine feized with aftonith-
ment and joy at finding her hufband. Each
.::Charetter full of rapture and congratulation,
.{_&avetier’s voice is heard at fome diftance under~
.z neath. All furprized liften. The voice feems
- megrer, - The different charaiters liten ac feveral
= ipargs-of the ground from whence they think the
< mfige :proceeds.. It feems to come from under
where Ambioife ftands. He jumps afide. - Made-
== laine Jawghs, and the voice is heard near her, fhe
=jdeaps afide frightaed. . Dubois runs to the place.
- :Liftens. : Searches, and pulls up a ftane difcover-
- ing the circular entrance of a fubkerrancous pafl-
Fr2 . age.
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. Savctnet oriesdoud fietn belaw, they with
difficulty help him “out.: " -Hé: verg much foil'd
runs about in frantic j Jjov embracing eyery, body,
particularly Madelaine. .. Shouts of - triumph
without.

Enter citizens, [oldiers, €c. dragging on the
governor. He proftrates himfelf im an agony of
grief and remorfe,” weeps and hefeeches their
compaflion. They tear off his badges of hanour,
he throws himfelf - ijnto the arms of Dubois for
protetion, who touched with pity weeps, but
fecovering” his fortitude firmly acquaints him
that juftice for his treafon to the people demands

. his, life, _and all hwrry him off for the place de
Grcvc. o o LE,mmt.

SCENE LAST
Place de Gre've—l" ew of tbe Hotel de Ville,

Pincemaille, The Ga'vmar, Arnold, and other
anpopular Charaders led ta ‘¢xecution, the fors
mer with a_halter. of firaw roupd his neck, and 3
bunch of thiftles hanging down his bfeaft, the
trophies confilt of large locks, keys,. bolts, ba
chains, the iron mafk, and other mﬁ:numts oé
torturey fufpcnded on pol :

The Stage ' clear.—Grand Prmgﬁorr-—m whxch,
Pubuais, as havmg firft mounted the Breach, at
the Deftruction of the Balhlle, is carned in
Ttmmph . '
A!R—Ambfoz/é, mxd Cnonm- :
Sufpended high abov,e his s reach AR

Was hung this civic crown, - ‘
o With glory fired he mounts. the breach,

And plucks the trophx down,
Irtres
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Intu id youth, .the:well earnd wreath, "¢ .
5‘*17 grateful ¢auntry: gives, mm umt?as

el on Dubois® bead, ) . I
Who in her canfe Qelpifing deagh’ K KT
A In hongur ever ivess

- .No intereft in the land had he,
.. _Our good was all he fought,
" And for our rights, for liBerty,
' Alone the Hero fought :

Cho, Sufpended lngh above his mch.
Was hung the civic crown,
_ With glory fired he mounts the’ bfeach,
' And plucks the trophy down

‘ Ent;r' Count - Clementin, Madamé Clementine,
Henriette, Acorn, &¢. Dubois defcends, and
“embraces Henrictte, the Coumt joins- their
hands.

FINALE,
Savetier.
- ‘ Tb f"ettle‘ all our new difputes,
Let’s to the tavern gang man, = '

We'll drink and fing, and burn our boots, A
But firt we’ll ligng the bangman.

. RECITATIVE—Ambroife.
" At Satans fell beheft, uprofe thofe hated walls, - -
+ 13 Now at an Angels voice the curfed fabric falls.
' » Mdr i1 l.no

Jn{hce in awful Rate has claim’¢ her own,

Diiplaced the Fury, that ufurp’d her thrane,
. Defpotic power fhall wear a robe no more,

The iron nd her fword muft now reﬁore :

. Count
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. Gount Clementin—RECITATIVE, dccompasied.

Nor at the great event, fhall we alone rejoice,
Man, born free! fo -femain, ’tis natures genee
ral voice.

Dubois. =

Let every heart with rapture glow,

For a joyful moments near;
Tho’ from the eye, that fount of woe,"

The pallid cheek; drank.ap the tear 2

That eye fhall beam a living ray.
That cheek fhall bloom the rofe of May;

CHORUS.

Every heart with rapture. glows,
For a joyful moments near.

Ambroife.
( To thofe Releafed from the Bafiile.)
From the Dark Dungeon’s hideous gloom,
Of the free {oul the loathsome tomb,’

From folitude and pain and ftrife,
Jmmerge toall the joys of life.

-

DUET—Dubois and Henriette.
("To Count Clementine. ) .

Come view the beauties of the year,
The fragrance of the'flowers inhale,
And while the lark floats on the gale,
His liquid noteshall charm thine ¢ar, :

Henrsette, .

To long loft love and friendfhip fweet,
Let meeting hearts with rapture beat,

And
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And focia] interc of mind;

b el

And {milé benign, and ¢onverle kind.
o Dubeis.

Launch into the world, new born, ‘
And hail with fong, this bleffed morn !

CHORUS.

Revifit the glad world, new borxi, ’
And hail - wathfong, this bleffled merm.

THE END, - .
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TONY LUMPKIN IN TOWN.

ACT I
SCENE L

A Hall.——Horn founds. A

Enter D1GGORY, meeting FRANK. DiGcory car-
rying a difb of cold beef, and a tankard. A foot~
man following FRANK with g tea-board,

FRANko

j,NIR' DIGGORY, your mafter’s tp; I hear his
orn.

Dig. Aye, Mafter Frank, I've got his break-
faft here. ' o '

Frank. Beef and porter! his ftomach is deli-
cate this morning. :

Dig. Why, yes, he’s.always a little puny after-
a night’s hard drinking. Aye, about a pound
and half, or fo, will make him eafy ’till near two,
aud then—e~- (bell rings.) ,
o 6G 2 Frank.
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Frank. Ha! I think my mafter’s a llttle ime
patient too for his breakfaft.

Foot. Shall I take up the things, Mr. Frank ?

Frank. *Sdeath ! what do you wait here for ?
Fly ! 1 imagined you had left ’em above this half
houry. .

Foot: Why 1 thought—-

Frank. You thought! Ah! thls thmkmg is
“the ruin of us. Now if you wou’d not think,
but do as you are defired, it would make—

Foot. 1 fuppofe 2 man may have leave,

Frank. No converfation, I befeech you: (be//
rings.) Have you any ears?

Foot. 1 have, and hands teo, and that you
fhall find fome time or other.—Takes more airs
upon himfelf than the mafter! [Haif afi de, and
exit with the tea things.]

Frank. Theimpertinence and freedomn of thefe
fcoundrels is abfolutely intolerable.

Dig. Who fhould he make free with, xf he
can’t with his fellow fervants? -

~Frank. ¥ellow fervants, Mr. Diggory ! Do you
make no difference between a fervant in. livery,
and a gentlcman s gentleman? In the country,
I fuppofe, it’s * hail fellow well met ; but here, -
fir, we are delicate, nice, in our dlﬁm&mns »
for a. valet movesin 3 fpbere, and lives in 3
ftile as fuperior to a footman, as a Pall-mall groomy,

, porter' to the marker of a tennis-goust, - ‘

Dig. For certain, fir, we valet-de-thams are
grand fcHows ; but yow’ll fee more of that when
I get on my new regimen—I mean my new liver ;,

~~ptha ! m new clothes, 1 mean. Did you
brcakfaﬁ, .

Frank. ch I’vehad my chocolate. _ ,

Dig. Do take one flice of beef, o

- Fr. 43‘.
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Frank. What a vulgar breakfaft ! beef ! fhock-
ing !

gng Idon’t knowasto that, Sjr,butlhavc heard

- beef was Queen Elizaheth’s breakfaft; and, if

. that’s the cate, I think it’s good enough for I.

Frank. But isn’t that for your mafter ?.

Dig. O, I’ll leave enough for he, lll war-
rant. (bell rings)

Frank. That muft be for me, Mr. Dwgory
Serviteur ! : [Exzt.

Dig. How genteel he looks in his mafter’s old
cloth¢s!

Enter Tim TrckLE.

Tic. Ha, Diggory! the London air agrces
W1th you, I find; keep working, lad; firong
beer is our fiream of life, and in good beef lies

- the marrow of an Englith conflitution—that’s
in the genteel way. (horn founds) -

ng. I muft follow the found of the horn.

[Exit with beef, fi ngmp'

Re-enter Frank.

Frank Mr. Tickle, feveral perfons are wait-
ing below for Mr. Lumpkm, and they afk to
feeyou.

Tic. Perfons! .

Frank. Yes, fir; there are tailers, fhoemak-
€rs, milliners, perfumers, dancing-mafters, mu-

fic-mafters and boxing mafters.

Tic. I'll be with them in a pig’s whifper !

~ Frank. Whata catiff fora gemlcman s tator b
O | he's Ihockmg'

[Exit.

Jic.
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Tic. Aye! now how could he do without
me? If he wants a coat cut in the kick, who
can thew him ? I—A tafty nab? Why Tim.—
Handfome pumps? I know the go. If held
have a tune from his mufic-mafter, a thruft from
his puthing-matfter, a ftep from his dancing-maf.
ter, or a fquare from his boxing-mafter, 'm the
boy that can fhew him life in the genteel way.

Enter Diceory.

Dig. Mafter Tickle, the fquire wants you.
Tic. 1tir, '
Dig. I'll tell him fo. . [Exit.
, Tic. They can do nothing without me. To-
ny Lumpkin’s nobody without Tim Tickle. I’ll
o—no—1I think I'll ftep firft and give my bear
‘ﬁ_is breakfaft ; poor foul! many a good one he
has got me; aye, and may again for aught I
know. The fquire’s good at a promife, that’s
certain; but what’s a promife? Pye-cruft. I'd
no more depend upon a gemman’s promife, than
I would upon a broken ftaff, or a candidate for
the county after he had gained his eleflion.
[Exit.

SCENE 11,
A4 Cbémber.

i

JowouiL difcovered in a morning undrefs, Fravk
attending with chocolate.

Jon. Frank, has your lady quitted her apart-

Frﬂﬂkn
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Frank. Yes, fir, I think I heard Mrs. Laven-
der fay—Oh, fir, here is my lady. (Exit.

Enter Mrs. ]Quoyri and LAVENDER.

G

~ Jon. Good morning to you, madam. -

Mrs. fon. Thank you, Sir. Lavender, give
thofe cards to Pompey, and defire him to de-
liver them agreeable to their addrefs. Ihave an
immenfity of vifits, but muft pay them this mor-
ning in paper ; or, Shock, you dear polite toad,
will you take the chair, and be my reprefenta-
tive to the ladies ? (to 4 lap-dog, which Lavender
Carries under ber arm.) (Exit Lavender.
Oh, my head! fuch anight ! Mr. Jonquil, when
did you break up at the mafquerade ? A

Fon. 1fancy, my dear, ’twas five. :

Mrs. Fon. I might as well have accompanied
you there, for I counted the clock ’till four. A"
mafquerade to this héufelaft night,was a Quaker’s
meeting. Sucha noife aud uproar !

Fon. Uproar !—What was the matter ?

Mrs. Fon. Only your coufin Tony holding his
noéturnal revels, ‘ " ‘

Fen. Tony! So, fo, ’twas here he came,
when he flipped from me at the Pantheon.

Mrs. Fon. Yes, here he came indeed ; and
fuch a ball as he held with the bear and the fer-
vants, and the mob out of the ftreet, I believe!

Enter LAVENDER.

Lay. Madam, I'm forry I'm obliged to com-
plalg‘of a fervant, but don’t blame me ma’m ;.
buartindeed there’s no fuch thing as living in the
houfe, -

Mys,
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Mrs. Fon. What is all this _ A

Lav. Why ma’am, Mr. Diggory, *Squire Lumpe
kin’s man, ran into your ladyfhip’s drefling-room,
and fnatched your cold cream off the toilet,

Fon. Ha! ha! ha! what in the name of deli-
cacy could Diggory want with the cold cream 2

Lawv. Hef{aid it would do to oil his wig, Sir.

Fon. Ha! ha! ha! :

Mrs. Fon, Nay, but Mr. Jonquil, this is be-
yond beariffg. 1'li affure you Ill—

§on. Come, my dear, don’t be difcompofed,
*twill foonbe at an end. - *  [Exit. Lavender.
Let me fe¢ what time his motheér propofes to bé

-in town, for I think fhe fays fhe’ll take a houfe
for him. I have her letter here. 1 with he was
in' a houfe of his own, from my foul, forin a
fortnight I fhould not know mine from a carrier’s
inn.

Mrs. Fon. What gives me moft fingular athaze-
ment is, that you chuft to be feenin public with

- him.

' Fon. 1 grant that he is not the moft' eligible
companion for a_man of fathion: but at a maf-
querade I was fafe from cenfure, for every body
imagined the uncouthnefs of his appearance, and
rufticity of his manners, merely the effect of his
imitative genius. The company thought his be-
haviour all afflumed, put on pour loccafion ; for
he threw off his domino, and I’ll aflure you,
fimple nature got him infinite reputation. He
gaped at the mafks, roared moft ftentorioufly
difcordant with the mufick; overfet the pyra-
mids, pocketed the {weetmeats, broke the glaffes,
made love to.an Arcadian dairy maid, tripped
up the hecls of a harlequin, beat a hermit, who

happened
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happened to be a captain of the guards, and gave
a bithop a black eye.

Mrs. Jon. But hls mother ] epxﬁle I langmlh'
to hear it. :

Fon. 1alk your pardon, heté 1t is (taka out &
letter and reads.)

« Dear Coufin,

< In the bearer of this, I introduce to yor
« ¢are and friendfhip my dear fon Tapy. I“,l}
« affure you, coufin, Tony with your help w
« make 2 bright man, as_he’s already humour-
« fome and comical. I fhall be in town myfelf
¢ in about a fortnight, or three weeks, and then
“¢ I intend taking a houfe for him, in fomé airy,
« fafhionable part, fomewhere near Duke’s
¢ Place, as I'd have him near the King’s Palace.
¢ No more at prefent from your loving coufin, .

¢ DoroTHEA HARDCASTLE,

« P.S. Mr. Hardeatle's and my love to
« coufin Ermilia. Irequeft you'll take Tony to
¢¢ Sadler’s Wells, as I’m fure he’ll like operas.”

(A born_founds wztbaut.

Mrs. Fon. Blefs me; what’s that?

Jon. Oh, that’s Tony’s fummons for his man g
hefays he hates the ringing .of bells, therefore has
invented that polite. fubﬁltutc.

(Tomy calls without,

Tony. Hollo, nggory, hollo.

Fon. Oh, here he comes.

Tony. ( thbout) Hollo! flap up the bear,

Mrs. jon. Heaven defénd us, fure he won’t

' &drivein a bear here.

Jan. No, no, my dear, don’t be ala&'med

Teny. (withont.) Comnit along, Bruin.

voL. 1. HE - Edter



34 TONY LUMPKIN IN TOWN.

Enter Tony Lumpkin.

Come in ; I long to introduce Bruin to my re.
lations. Coufin Milly, will you fee the. bear,
‘ma’am, if you pleafe ?

Mys. Jon. Bear, oh, heavens! [Exit bafily,

Tony. Coufin Milly’s very timberfome, fure;

. PBruin is a mighty civil beaft; why he’s as gen-
tle as the good-natured lion in the Tower, that
let’s the dog lie in his den with him.
© Fon. I don’t entertain a doubt of his polite<
nefs or good-nature; but you'll eternally oblige
me by fending him down. /

Tony, Now would it oblige you in downright-
earneft. o

Fon. Beyond meafure.

Tony. Tim, walk Bruin down again: bid
him firt make his honours at the door tho’.
Come here—only, coufin, look,—only look at
him. Servant, gir; why he learned among the
grown gentlemen at Hatton-garden. Ah do
now let him in, and he, and I, and you, will
dance the hay, He's muzzled! Tim, an’t he¢
muzzled ? ‘

Tim. (without.) Yes, Sir. : :

Zony. Oh! then there’s no danger; you fee he
cou’dn’t bite you, if he had a mind; he can
only fcratch you a little.

. Fon. Gads curfe, but I'm not difpofed to be
fcratch’d this morning.
~ Tony. Oh! very well; any other time. Only
fay the word, and Bruin’s the boy for it, Slap
him down lad. '

j’an. I wifh the devil had you and him tos
' gether.
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. pether. Such a fellow !—Mr. Lumkin, have
you a fancy for this heufe
"~ Tomy. Anan?

Fon. 1 fay, do you like this houfe ?

Tony. Like it # for certain I do. o

Fon. Then to you and the bear, Imuft abfo
lutely refign it. -

. Tony. 1 thank you for your kind offer; but if
you were to give me your houfe, and your pye-
balds. and your vifee vie, I would not thank
you; becaufe them that give all, give nothing
at all. But indeed if you’d let me bring in
a little queen with me fome time or other,
unknown to coufin Milly, you’d make me as
happy as a king,

Fon. Oh, fie!

- Tomy. Oh, fie! Baw! fhake hands! Why
don’t you get drunk fometimes? It’s mighty
pleafant! Ay, and very wholefome once a
week. Dr. What-d’ye-call-um fays fo, in the
book that lies in my mama’s window : what fay
you to a bout, coufin, ha? ‘

Son. Excufe me; drinking is, in my opinion,
the moft favage and barbarous method, that
ever brutality invented, to murder time and in-
telledts. -

- Tomy. by jingo, then mama is the firt time«
. Killer within ten miles of Quagmire Marth: Oh!
Zhe loves a fup dearly. ' :

Jon. For tfhame ! Mr. Lumpkin. _.

Tony. Oh ! take me, it’s all in the genteel
~way, tho’; for my mama always fipp’d her cor=
dial out of atea-pot ; and then, before folks, it
was only a drop.of cold tea, you know.

- Jon. Ha, ha, ha! .

Tuny. Ay, and Coufin Con, Mifs Nevill, that
. » was
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was -courting me, ufed to drink like a glaf
blower, all in the fentimental way. Over 2
love-ftory book, fhe and my mama would read
and fip till it camie-out of their eyss. Sure Coufin
Con was in love with me; Ob! how {weetly
fhe'd kifs me after-a chapter of Mildmay, and a
twift of the tea-pot. =~ .
" Fon. Yes, yes, what I’ve always. found;
curfe me! ifithepe’s a. woman in the world cafier
kad, than the dic-away. romantic. novellift.

Fony. How fine I telt lies! he fixallows them
Kke fyllabub. (afide.)

Fon. But you gave me the flip lafb night, at
the Pantheon ; why djd mot you wait for fap-

ri :

].)e'l“opy.v Why, Ilove my fupper as well. as. any
body, efpecially after a day’s hunting; becanfe
thien we have fomething to talk of. But the
faug way for my money ; and we had our own
gig here at home; I naver faw the bear fo
arry. : )

}’an_. But what think you.of the.fplendor: of
the Pantheon ?* ls’n’tit the temple of elegance?
an Olympus Hall, worthy the Gods to. revel
m?

Tony. Gods do you call ’em? I took fome of
’em for rafcals. A fool of a fellow. would: have
it, that I'was a lady ; now I am.fure I. have not.
a bit of the lady about me, except the foftnefs.of
my voice, but the monkey was a macarani;
and thofe beaux, I fancy, make as much ufe of

-2, woman, as they do of a fword;, they keep
both-merely for fhew. Ob, now. L.talk of that
by jingo, I faw a pqwer of fine fhews yefterday,
o’top of Ludgate-hill. - .

" Fon, Shews?

. Tony.



— TONY LUMPKIN IN TOWN. 32

. Tany. Ay, X believe Fve feen all the fine fhews
fiow ; aye, Gog and Magog, St. Paul’s and the
Fower, and the hight poft near the Btidge,
that's going to fall upom the neighbours heads;
and I've feen a2 haaging; and a houfe on fire;
and I paid a halfpenny to. walk over the Thames
~ at Blackfriars ; and I eat calves-head turtle, ope
" pofite the Bank; and faw Lord Thingumme’s
fiae goach, and the Lilliputian Patagoniansj
and the Stock-brokers on ’Change; the mad
folks in- Bedlam, and the' actor-folks at the
Play-houfes ; one of the play men at What-d'ye-
calliit play-lioude was very: like you,——

Jon. But, Mr. Lumpkin, Iimagine ’tis time
for you to: begin to drefs; fome of the Scavoir
Vivre and: Dilettante dine with me tq-day, and.
you'll:be- a- precious exhibition. (4fide.) -

Tomy. Ay, ay, 'l be as fine as the fheriff
lorfe, by-and-by.

Enter D1GGoRY,

(In a new livery ; firuts aukwardly acrofs the Stage.
Tony leads him by the arm.back to the door.)

Getout ! ~

Dig. Why, fure, ’Squire, you’ll be proud
enough yourfelf of your new cloaths when you
&etinto them.

Tony. Yes, but there’s fome difference between
the miller and his dog. Pray know your diftance,
and I defire, Diggory, yowll never dare to be fo
Luperftitious with me, before company’

Dig. Well, I won’t. o \

Tory. You won’t?—I think you might call

- " me,
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me, my honour, and not wafte much of yque
manners.

Dig. If that’s the cafe, there’s all kinds of
tradesfolks, and ingenous learners, ot all fizes,:
waiting below for My Honour. '

Tony. Your honour, it’s my -honour they
want. )

Dig. 'l tell them fo, Sir; my-—your honour,
mean. [Exit.

Tony. Well, now, coufin, I'll go; and--

Fon. Sir, Mr. Lumpkin, I have a trifling re.
queft to make.

- 9ony. Whatis it? I'll give you any thing you
afk. :
Fon. That you will drefs with all poffible cele-
rity ; for I languifh to fee you one of us.
Tony. Hollo, for lace and powder. Hollo,
Diggory; hey, for grandeur—yoics—hark for-
ward, taylors, milliners, and glorious haber-

dathers ! hollo, hollo! (Exit.
Fon. Makes more noife than a kennel of
hounds, ‘ [Exit.
SCENE III
An Antichamber,

Several TrRavespeorLE, and Tim TickpLE,
_ difcovered. '

Tic. Hewill; T fent his man to tell him.

Zay. Greatly obliged to you, Sir.

Tic, You are fo, if you kew all; but, for my
. good word,. *Squire Jonquil wou’d have takea
- : Mon-

BT
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Monfieur Frippery, ti:e, new fathion Frengh tays |
Jor. :

Enter DiGGoORY.

Dig. He’s coming; pray fit down, gentle-
men, it’s as cheap [itting as ftanding.
- Fic. Diggory, keep your own ftation. I do
all in the gentleman-uther way, d'ye fee; be-
caufe why, I know the genteel thing; but take .
me néighbours, I don’t want you to ftand, d’ye
mind me; only, Diggory, your encroaching
upon my compartment, is juft as tho’f, as how,
as if my bear was to fnath my hurdy-gurdy out
of my hand, and pok’d me till I moved a horn-
pipe. o
Dig. For certain, that would not be manners;
~ but I was only— ' '
Tic. Say no more ! you’re an ignorant man,
and you don’t know the genteel thing. -

 Enter Tony.

Tony. Hey, for grandeur, lace and powder!
which of you is my taylor ?
Tay. I'm the man, Sir, '
Tony. Have you my clothes, Mr. Taylor ? )
Tay. Here they are, Sir, and a more fathion-
@ble fuit never hung upon the fhoulders of .an
A mbaflador. ' ‘
Tony. Tim, do they fit me?
Tic. Quite the kick.
Zay. But won’t your honour try them on 2
-Tony. No, it’s too much trouble. 1 make
*Tim try on all my new clothes for me.
Shoe. Your fhoes, Sir,
' Tony,
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Tony: Black fattin, beautiful! ah, Tim, o' ]
had my filver Artois buckles here! '
(Dr. Minum fings without.
Tony. Hey! what merry fellow’s this? Get
along, boys, leave your goods, and fend your
bills to Tim. - {Exeunt tradefmen.
Here, Diggory, lay my clothes ready. '
‘ { Exis Diggory with the clothes,

Enter BRANK,

Frank. Dofor Mifnym, Sir, [Exit Frank,

- Enter DoctorMiNuM; finging.

Do&. (fings) Tol de rol, loll. Gentlemen, 1
afk ten thoufand pardons:- "I thought Mr, Jon
quil had been here; but if I don’t miftake, Mr,
Lumpkin, Iprefume, (f Tic.) '

Tic. You're wrong tight boy, that there’s the
*Squire ; I’'m Tim Tickle his tutor.

Doét. Sir, I'm very glad to fee you well.

“Tony. That’s a lie, if you're a right doctor, and
know I’ve got fifteen hundred a year, (afide.

Doc?. 1f your auricular organs be happily hu-
maniz’d to the celeftial fcience of harmony, from
your affinity to a. gentleman of Mr. Jonquil’s
tafte, you ma}r command my affiftance.

Tony. Oh, I'm not long enough in London tq
ftand in need of a dotor.

Tie. No, d'ye fee, lad, we want no dotors
nor poticaries yet. I don’t know how long we
may remain fo.

’ 'lgoff. Your pardon, gentlemem—but, I fane
y—.
Tony,
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i%¥Did you know Jack Slang, the horfe

" doétor? : .
Doct. Entirély unacquainted with any of the

" faculty; but under favour; there’s a trifling

miftake in this overture to our acquaintance.

Give me leave to inform you, gentlemen, I am
not one of the prefcribing performers, who con-
vey this human inftrument, the bddy, to its
mortal cafe, by pill; bolus, or draught; but I
fhift the foul above the ftars, in founds feraphic,
by minum, crochet, ahd quaver: And pleafe
to obferve, that tho’ Iam a doctor, I’ve no more
ikill in the materia medica than an advertifing
quack; I am a profeflor of mufic, and com-
pofer of original pieces, in that elegant and:
mellifluous (cience; and; to oblige my friends,
a felect fett of the firft rank and dictinétion, I in-
ftru& on the violin. T

Tony. Then ten to one; but you know how to
play the fiddle. ,
Do, I'd venture to accompany you in that
Tony. Zounds.man; could not you fay at once
that you were a fidler, and not come round about
us with fuch a circumbendibus? _—
Do&. Fiddler, in the name of Orpheus! Eh!
what! fiddler ¢ allow me, Sir, a da capo to my
own introduétion ? '
Tic. A what?

_ Doct. Three bar refts, if you pleafe, Sir; Tam’
furpriz’d you can be fo much out of tune, gen-
tlemen. I am one of the conoigfcenti—have had
the honour to be balloted a member of three fe- .
le& private concerts, compofed of perfons of the
firft rank, aye the Alto Primo of tafte—had the
refufal of the band of Carlifle Houfe—led

VOL. I, 11 for
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for five feafons 4t -Vauxhall—had™¥ore
thoughts of purchafing the gardens myfelf—I
have compofed two oratorios, tem ferematas,
three fets of overtures, concertos for Signor Flo-
rentini’s violoncello, fongs for the Capricei of
Palermo, and folos for Madam Sermont’s violin,
grand ballets for Signor Georgettini, Signora
Caperini, Signora Baccini, Signora— —
Tie. Damn your Signioras and your Signiors,
our Inis and Winis; can you play, Water
arted, or Lango-lee 2—that’s the gentecl
thing. . L
_ . Oh, mayhap theyre too hard for him.
Give me your hand; I love a fiddler, becaufe.
onc may make him play till he’s tir'd, give him
a thilling, then kick bim down ftairs—Do, dine
with me to-morrow. \
Doét. I’ll promife you any thing, to get from

. you to day. (afde.) 1 fhal pefitively do myfelf that

honour, fir,

Tomy. That’s a good fellow ; but bring your
fiddle under your coat, will you ? you fhall have
as much liquor as you can carry.

. Doét. You're fuperlatively good, fir. '
 Tony. The devil a better-- You fhall hear Tim
Trickle touch up'his hurdy-gurdy. b

Do&. Oh, fir!

Tony. You fhall fee the bear dance too.

Doéz. That muft be fine indeed !

Tic. Why, it’s the genteel thing ; *Squire will
have the dulcimer man,

Des2. Ah, Caro Divino! we fhall have a de-
lightful concert.--I fhall certairly attend you, gen-
tlemen ; but a moft particular engagement obli-
ges me to deprive myfelf of the felicity of your

. company at prefcnt, :
. Tony,
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. Tb'*Hold, hold, do&or ; you muft give usa
- “wafp before you go ; Tim, fetch me the fiddle out
of the next room ; coufin Jonquil was playing on
it juft now. :
Tic. 1 fir. - [Exit.
De&. Oh, heavens. (afide.)
- . Tony, You will give us a fcrape ; ha, boy ?
Do&t. Oh, fir! (bows) how fhall I get out of
thi;’fcrape ?  (afide.)
ony. (capering before a glafs) Ay, doyou find -
ﬁddlin)g ;( I’fl ﬁnﬁ di:lcing.g /) Y : 7
Dozt. ( flealing towards the dosr) Andante, An-
dantino, Piano, Pianiffimo, Allegro, Prefto!
- (Runs off.

Re-enter T1cKRLE with a Violin, .

Tis. Here’s the coal box, Doftor ; what ! he
has borrowed himfelf !

Tony. Gone !---yoics---hollo, fiddler, hollo }
(Ruming out is met by FgAms) Where’s this “fid
dler? - ) .

Frank, Fiddler, fir! oh, Do&or Minum, I
fuppofe, you mean; lord, fir, he flies as if twenty
Durch concer:s were in "he wind, . :

Touy. The next time I gatch the rafcal, T’ll
make him play for me, and kick him all the
while .

Frank. Bunt, fir, my mafter's eompliments,
and withes vou'd pleafe 10 get drefled; it's now
clofe upon three. (Looks at bis watch and exit.)

Tic. The fellow has got 3 tatder, ftrike him
Plump. (afide ) o '

Tony. Zounds! I with I cou’d get a watch,
that the figures of it were not in letters; I never
~can know what a clogk itis, by the X’s and the \;’3

a
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and the 1's---1 with I could getd wa.tch f‘h the
figures in figures upon it.

- Tic. "Squire, that’s becaufe you know how to
cypher. ' ' : f

Tony. 1 fuppofe fo---Hollo, Diggary, my new
clothes ; and then for grandeur, lace and powder---
‘ o " [Exeunt,

END QF THE FIRST ACT,
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- SCENE L
A Dreffing Room.

Mrs. JonquiL @t ber Toilet, and LAVENDER,
attending. ‘

Mgs. JonqQuiL.

Ha ! ha! ha!Indeed, Lavender, I think fo too

but where is the favage now 2
Lav. Ma’am, I fancy by this time he’s almoft

transformed into a very fine gentleman. He’s gone
to drefs. '

Mrs. Fon. Drefs ! Ah! his native rufticity is
invincible to the powerful combinaticn of art and
elegance. His tutor a bear dancer, you tell me ;
ha 'l ha! with fuch a pupil abear-leader we muft
grant him. . ’

ZLav. Ma’am, he has brought this Mr: Tickle
Purpofcly to London with him, to thew him tafte
and high life in the genteel way as he fays.

> _ - Mrs.

~ -
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Mrs. 701: Yes, tafte and gentility av a Sunday
tea-garden, and high life at the top of St, Pauls.

Enter TickLE and PAINTER,

Tico Come, mafter Painter, come along; this
way, 1 believe, we can take a fhort cuc to the
’Squire’s room.

Mrs. Jon Who are thefe ? what's the mattcr ?

Tic. Only gcing to quarter the grourd. ~

Lav. Fye, Mr. T'ickle ! what bufinefs have
you here ? and why would you bring fellows inte
my lady’s apartment ?

Tic. Fellows ! why, ma’am, this is Jack Rad-
dle, the fign-painter. Why it was this here Jack
that painted the Three Jolly Pigeons at Quagmire
marfh, down in our parts.

Paint. Yes, and the Saracen’s Head Tim.

Lev. Comc, come, get you along out of this,
with your jolly pigeons.

Tic Get out ! Strike me plump ! is that your
manners, ma’am ?

Lav. Go, maa ? pray take your Saraccn s head
out of this room.

Tic. Hark’ee, if you deny thatyou paint a head

" every morning, your tongue gives the lie to your
cheeks.

Paint. Tim, that was a dafh with the pound
brufh !
~ Tic. Ay, ay; I'm the boy for it. Come along ;
Ha! ha! ha!

Paint. Ha ! ha! ha! [ Exeunt Tickle and Paznter.

Lav. An impudent fcllow ! I paint indeed ! A
pretty difcernirg tutor for a young gentleman !

- Mrs. Fon. Lavender, hand me the ezu-de-luce,
I die ! oh heav’ns, threw up that fath ! 1 thall ex-
pire !

Lav And no wender, ma’ am: I'm fure the

chamy
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chamber fmells of oil worfe than 5 floor-cloth ware-
houfe. -

Enter DiGGoORY, fearches round the room.

Myrs. Fom. Heavens! what’s this now ? whatdo
you want, ? ‘
Lav. Why is the deuce in the fellow ? For thame
Diggory ! why do you come inte my Liady’s apart-
ment this way ? o
Dig. This way ! why would you have me come
in at che window ?
Mrs. Fon. For mercy’s fake, do, good man,
withdraw.
Lav. What do you want?
Disg. 1 want my mafter’s boots.
Lay. What the mifchief could bring his boots
into my lady’s drefling-room ?
~ Dig. His legs, I believe ; for I think twas here
he took them off.
Mrs. ¥. Do, pray retire, I befeech you, fir.
Dig. I beg pardon, ma’am, I fee the boots are
not here ; fo I'll go look in the ftable.
(A tapping at the door.)
Mrs. Yon. What monfter have we now ?
on. {without.) Avec permiffion !
v. My mafter ! madam.
Mrs. Fon. Entrez, monfieur.

Enter JonquiL.

Jon. This way, for wonder fake, quick, quick.

Ha | ha! ha! fuch a fight, tranfcending all So-
o! - ‘ ‘

M s. Fon. 1 think it muft be fomething fuper-
Natural that can excite my wonder now. But
allons for this miracle. :

[Exeunt Mr. and Mrs. Jonauir.

Lav. (looks in the glafs) A Saracen’s head ?

es, it muft be my lady he meant. [Exit.

. . SCENE
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SCENE 1II.

A Gallery bung with Pifures,
Enter Mr. and Mrs. JonQuiL.

Fon. Now, fettle your features.

Mrs. Fon. O, 1 fet rifibility at defiance.

- Mr. Fon. Mr. Lumpkm, are you apparell’d,
quite completely a-1a-mode 2

v Enter Tony, drqﬁm?.

Tony. O yes, I think I’'m the very collifower of
the mode. Tell me in downright earneft, how do
you like me, (tur#s reund) Eh! Coufin Milly 2
" I believe, now I’'m fomethmg like a tanzy ; how
do you like my hair, tho’?

Mrs. Fon. Charming!

Fon. The ftyle moft happily fancied.

Tony. So itis, coufin Milly ; jyou ’ve a fine head
of hair, if it’s all your own---it’s very like fome
of the heads I faw in the barbers windows, .

Mrs. Fen. Now, that’s fo civil.
 Tomy. That’s what every body fays of me, that
I'm fo civil ; but do you know that my mama

ufed to drefs up my hair herfelf every Sunday, -
whether I would or no ? fhe’d rub it up wjth foap,
and put a paper in the top, jut like the Ggem of
the unicorn. .

Enter LAVENDER whifpers Mrs. Jonquir.

Mrs. Jon. Prefently ; Mr. Lumpkin, allow me
the liberty to withdraw myfelf for a moment or
two, o

Tony,
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'Ta'ny Ma’am, Pl excufe your going away
with a great deal of pleafure. How polite fine

_clothes make a body ! (afide)
[ Exeunt Mrs. Jonquil and Lawmfer,

Enter TickLE,

Tic. ’Squire, the Painter’s ready. (7 Tany)

Tony. Mum. (apart to Tickle)

Jon. Pardon my curiofity, Mr. excufc
me, Sir—you {poke of a painter; are you ac-
quamted—l mean have you a penchant ?

Tic. A what?

" Fon. That is, do you admire the art ? ~
. Tony. Oh, yes, Sir; my tutor’s very. knowmg
in the pl&ure way. Tim, fhall I tell coufin you
«carried a thew-box’ (apart to Tickle) ,

)7'1: You need not mind 1t now. (apart to To-
”

yf}‘on There are fome tolerable paintings here,
Sir. (loooking round)
~ Tic. Yes; they are quite genteel.

Tony. I warrant, now, they ftood you in 2
‘atter of fifteen or twenty pounds.

on. Above ten thoufand,
ony. Pounds?

:7on Pofitively,

Tony. What a ftud and a kennel of hounds
that would buy a man!

Tic. What a colle@ion of wild beaftiffes!

Fon. Befides the money 1 have expended in
¥ny Flemith and Italian acquifitions, during my
tour, I have, at this moment, a pecumary un-
derftanding with-moft of the eminént px&u:e-
,Slealers and au&ioneers in towny and,' confe-

. VOL« L. KE . quenly,
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quently, the refufal of antiques, coins, china,
lap-dogs and original pi&tures. '

9ic. How do you order it ?

Jon. Briefly thus: if an extraordinary engage-
ment prevents me from a private peep, previous
to the fale, fuppofe me in the au&ion-room: a
full fale, good pictures, my favourite piece up,
friend Mallet, in the heat of his oration, cafts
me an cye fignificant; I, unperceived by the
company, return an affirmative fignal; and one,
two—down, the picture’s mine for one third of
the value. o

Tic. What then becomes of his poundage ?

Fon. That, Sir, I make good by an ample dou-
ceur. :

Tony. Well, let them fay what they will of
flock paper, pretty pictures for my money ; cou-
fin, you muft choofe me fome nice ones, when
my mama takes a new houfe for me.

Tic. Ay, 1 dare fay, ’Squire Jonquil knows all
the painters in town, in the genteel way.

Fon. In town {=—=no~—no—~Mr.—Sir—if a mo-
dern ever intrudes upon a pannel of mine, tafte
mutft give the preference to Flemith and Italian;
if the contrary fhould tranfpire, Sir, I'd be ex-
cluded the #on, as void of all virtu.

Tony. Virtue! It does not fthew much virtue
to encourage foreigners, and let your own coun-
trymen want bread; damn me, if I do that; and
damn them that do. :

Tic. Well faid, tight boy; there’s a fine fel-
low, and I’m his tutor. . :

Fon. 1 own, Sir, I’'m of. your opinion ; but
powerful fathion !—

Tony. <=
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Tomy. Tim, there’s a clever fellow, runming
after a pretty girl among the buthes!
. Jon. Apollo, purfuing Daphne, by Corregio;
ebferve the modeft grace in the flight of Daph~
ne; and that figure of Apollo, what fine pro-
portion in the outline! what an attitude !

Jic. Now, that there I call a tall woman.

Fon. A Vandyke!

Tony. Mrs, Vandyke?

Fon. No, no; it is the portrait of Beatrix
Conftantia Contacroyana, painted by that maf-
ter. The Judgment of Paris, the fleeping Ve-
nus, and that delightful pi¢ture of the Cardinal
Virtues, Faith, Hope and Charity, are by Car-
raci; a moft enchanting ‘piece! obferve how
finely the Hope is relieved.

Tony. Relieved by Charity ; poor foul!

Tic. That’sa pretty woman that’s looking up
at the fky.

Fon. A Cleopatra, by Guido.

Tony. See the little eel in her hand! that’s a
dark Jooking man'in the black bonnet.

Fen. A Rembrandt, by himfelf.

Tony. Yes; he’s all alone, there’s 2 woman rie
ding on a white cow. ‘ :

Fon. Furopa, an undoubted Raphacl.

- Tony. No! :

Fon. As true as the cartoons.

Tic. Riding en a bull! firike her plump;
*Squire the woman and the goofe !

Fon. Jupiter and Leda ; upon my honour I
mever faw a more capital pi¢ture !—but, dear Sir,

the goofe happens to be a fwan.

Tony. Mayhap ’twas only a goofe before you
got it,—Tim, who is that like in the black wig. -

KK 8 Fon.
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c{l Tha; is the portrait of Charles-the. St.
con '
- Tomy.., He s mxghty like Matt Muggms the ex-

difeman.

~ Fon. Tt’s a Sir Godfrey Kneller; but I fancy
King Charles never fat for it.

Tic. And fo they’ve drawn him ﬁandmg
Whois the lad with the long hair? =

Fon, Lad, Sir? that'sa Magdalen, by Guldo

Tony. She s a plump Mag. ‘Whois that thin
ifl-fooking Fellow ?

> Son. 1’s a piture of Caffius, that ﬁabb’d Cac-
ﬁr—-—lt’s a Rubens, very bold. .
YT Yes, he wasa bold fellow.
~ Fan. Good keeping !
* ¢, Faft enough ; I remember they kept lnm
' m Newgate. , . o
on. Cﬁarmmg]y brought out!

‘7/: 7." Hé wis brought out in a white cap, tied
with black ribbon, . .,

;on _What a glow of colourmg'

T never faw a man look Dbetter upon thc
occafion.

;7071 Greatly defigned ! | for cibly executed 1

"3 'Only ‘the peace-officers at”his executlon,
no calling in the. military ; we have had cnough

- of that alfeady.

Fon. What harmony of light and ih*de !

What poble maffes !

 Tie. Maffes! He a Papﬂh I Il bett half an
ounce, that Tom Caffius, that ftabb’d ’Sqmre
Czfar, died a Prefbyterian. -

- Teny. How knowing my tutor is ! o
(During the above fpeeches of Tickle, Fonquil fpands '
emaptur’d wztb t/Je picture, not attending him-)

*Coulfin, -
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€aufiy, .Coufin, Jongquil, hollo !
(Slaps bim on the ﬁoulder.)

Fon. Sir!
Aany. 1 intend to, have my picture taken oE
fome evenmg or othcr. : , X -

At Enter FRANK.

.7

- ‘\

Frank Snr, Lord Spmdle has fent to let you
know he waits for you at the Thatched-haufe.-

" Yon, The charlot at the door?

= Frank. Yes, Sir.. - [Emf.

Fon. Adieu,  [Exits

. Tic. Abfolutely, _'Squlre, this couﬁn “of youl: s
ig-4 ‘tip<top macaroni. = :

Tony. Yes, he’s & fimons mac. :
v Zdony. But tho’ he feems to love his px&ures,
as I do my horfes, "he does not take half fo great
care of ’em. Think of old bonnets and black
and brown heads! Cofl him ten thoufand poufids
tgo. Why my_little Robin, my Whlpper—m,
looks fiiote decent than the beft of them, = .

"Tit.' Aye! but when my friend Jack Raddle
the painter comes brufh upon - em, they'ﬂ 'be
quite another thifg.

Tony. But what kceps hlm’

Tzc Here’ he is.”

-

A

Ic}?'fg} PAINTER, vwi;b a pot of paint and large brufb.

Are you there, Jack? Come, fall to. :
Tony. Hold, you remember the bargain:
Tickle, be witnefs. You're to paint fine large
powder’d pretty wigs upon every head in this

) room,
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room, at the rate of half-a-crown a mob all
round.

Tir. That’s the bargain.

Paint. And I{fcorn to go back, tho’ it’s a tight
price, your honour.

Tony. How charmingly they’ll look !

Ti¢c. Yes, they’ll be quite genteel. Hark’ee,
Jack, d’ye fee, I recommend you to this here
*fquire; fo do the job neatly. None of your lit-
tle flarv’d caxons, with one buckle, and that
no larger than a pipe-ftopper; but let me fee the
browneft face againft this wall, wigg’d like an
alderman.

Paint. Say no more. '

Tony. But quick, quick, buftle; you muft -
have ’em done before coufin comes back.

Enter DiGGORY.

Dig. Sir, the gentleman’s come.

Tony. What gentleman ?

Tic. How fhould he know? I'll go fee myfelf.

Yony. Come, come, fall to.

Paint. Don’t fear, fir; they fhall foon be quite
another thing. ‘ .

Tony. Come along, we'll be with you foon
again. Come; Lord! how delighted coufin
Jonquil will be ! { Exeunt Tonyand Diggory..
(The Painter, whiftling, takes one of the pittures

down, and as be fits %0 it, the fcene clofes,

SCENE
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'SCENE IIL
The Antichamber.

Enter PuLviLLe, meeting Tony, TickLy, amd
Diceory,

Dig. Here's my matter.
Pulv. Sir, your humble fervant.
Dig. Sir, this the
Tic. Diggory, I tell you once for all, if yon
come the gentleman uther, while I am by, you’ll
abfolutely knock your head again my fiftes.
Dig. Why fure I— ‘
Tony. Go, go, you fool, and fee that the paint-
_er flaps away brifkly. [Exit Diggory.
Well, Sir, are you a barber ? ,
Pulv, A barber! no, Sir; my name is Pul-
ville.
Jony. But what are you ?
Puly. 1 am a perfumer, Sir.
Tony. Now, bang me, if I know what trade
that is. (afide) Tickle, do you talk to him.
- Tic. A pertumer? I'm at home, tho’ he’s too
fine for that: I fuppofe he moulted in Mon-
mouth. (afide; firuts up to Pulville) Mafter, how
do ye take ’em. '
Pulv. Sic?
Tic. Do you fhoot ’em. ‘
Tony. Aye, do you thoot ’em ?—What, Tickle?
(apart to Tickle)
Pulv. 1 fhoot, Sir!
Tic. Aye, how do you order it?
&Lulv. If you mean my bufinefs, Sir ; by cal-
A cination,
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cination,-infufion, mixtures, compoﬁtlons, phil<
ters, and diftillation.

Tic. What, then maphap you don’t ufe the
ferret ?

Pulv. No, Sir,, the only eflential ammal is the

civet.cat,

Tic. The cat will catch them, I allow; but

- then they mangle them fo curfedly.

Pylv. Mangle who, good Sir?

Tic. Ever while you live, take rabbits thh a
ferret, that’s the genteel thing. Mayhap, lad,
wow’re in the hedge-hog way. Have a care, tho’,
ifor fince fome bufy fellow put it into the news,
paper, that they were as good as a partridge—-
—my bear to a lap-dog, if hedge-hogs don’t
foon be included in the game-act, You're .the
firft rabbit catcher [ ever knew that ‘

Pu/v. 1 a rabbit catcher! I don’t underﬁami
‘you, gentlemepn.. I'd haveyou to know, 1keep
one of the firft perfumer’s fhops in St. James’s
parith ; I can’t imagine whatyou mean, by talk~
ing to me about rabbit-catchers and hedge-hogs.

Tony. 1 belive my tutor knows every thing.

Pulv. Sir, 1 thought every body knew
Pulville. However, Sir, I have the honour to
be very well known to the nobility, as my book-
debts of ten. years ﬁandm{, can {ufficiently tef-
tify. "Rabbit catcher! Sir ! I'm original inven-
tor of the genuine Circaflian beautifying cofme
tic lotion, cream of rofes, and powder of pearl.
‘Step into my fhop a crocus, and yoy walk out
a narciflus; my fweet lip-falve can cha':ge a
blubber to a pouting—a walnut ta a cherry-lip.

- Then, Sir, my perfumed powders conquer na- .
ture; I can give a lady a pink head, a_green
head, or a blue head. Do  you know, Sir, that

I make
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1 dhake the chymical Paphian wafh, for eradicat-
ing hair; fo innocent it may be ufed by infants
juft born, and yet fo powertful, that three ablu~
tions give an Efau the hand of a Jacob? And
now, Sir, with me, and me alone, the elderly
maiden ladies deal, for their fweet<{cented fhav-
, ing powder.
) Tony. Ifaid he was a barber. o
i Pul. Rabbit-catcher —~Why, -Sir, my bear’s
- greale— ,
Tic. Do you ¢ance a bear, tight boy? .
Pyl, Sir, do Ilook like fuch a fcoundrel ?
Tic. Scoundrel! Strike you plump, am I a
fcoundrel 2 ’
Pul, You, Sir! [—— .
Tic. Aye, poke you well—I dance thefpright~
lieft bear in all England, that’s in the genteel
way. h .
Pyl. Hem !—Sir |—when you want any thing
in my way; you’ll fee my name, P. Pulville,
over thedoor. Rabbit catcher! - ;Exit Pulville.
_ Tic. A bear dancer, a fcoundrel ! you rafcal,
I'll—he’s gone—he was right ; my name is Tim
Tickle; and now you’'ve told me your place of
abode, call upon me when you will. (calling off)
Tony. Tim knows all the points of honour.”

Enter D1GGORY,

Dig. Oh, Sir, the pi¢tures are done; and
’Squire Jonquil is walking out of his carriage.
Tic. 1 told you, °Squire, Jack Raddle cou’d
touch them up in’ the genteel way, becaufe he’s
%e boy for it; come, we'll take a fquint at his
andy work. '
YOL. I. LL Tony.

ey
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ﬂ'dn_y Come, I'm as glad as a guinea ; how
iny coufin Jonquil will be delighted !
((Exeunt..

s s

SCENE 1V, ' ‘

Difeovers the Pzﬂure Gallery, moft of the portrails.
with large white wigs ; the Painter Jits daubing.
a wig upon a picture, which be bas on a chair.
Diccory officioufly attending.

Dig. Do, let me give him another curl.
Paint. 1 can t ftand it, man ;—be ftill, I fay,
let him be.

Enter JONQUIL. '

]on. What do I fee! confufion! what is all
this ? (Stands amazed) -

Dig. 1 knew he’d be delighted.

Fon. Stop your facrilegious hands, you pro-
phane villain.

Paint. Blefs your heart, mafter, I don’t grudge
you a curl or two more. (wbiftles and paints)

Fon. My Rembrandt! from the Florentine |}
gallery ! You affaffin, why did you murder me?
(Seizes the painter)

* Paint. Sir!

Fon. Anfwer me, you mifcreant ; who brought N
you here? what mortal enemy to the arts, what
Gothick fiend, whifper’d you to perpetrate fuc
mfcrnal a&non ? b

Paint. If this moment was my laft, Sir, 1t m‘: 1Y
white lead of eightpence a pound. R

"/on. White lead, you caitiff ! N

. Paiﬂh i}d;“
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Paint. How cou’d a poor fellow, like me,
afford flake-white for the price ?

Fon. “What price? you barbarian; explam,
_firrah : confefs, or I'll have you flay’d like Mar-
“Ayas.
’ yPamt Sir, *Squire Lumpkm thelittle, rounq

fine " gentleman, employ’d ‘me to paint white

wigs, upon all the pictures, at half-a-crown a

head. A\

Dig. Indeed Sir, m fure my mafter would
.not grudge twice the money, to make them look
decent, as'they belong to your honour.
I- Fon. ’'m undone !

Enter Tony and TickLE.

Tony: Eh, Tim | (looks exultingly at the pzc?um‘)
.1 believe thcv are the thing.
Izc. Bang me, but they are quite, genteel !

- . Mr. Lumpkin, I thank you, Sir.

¥ ony You’re mightily welcome, .

- ¥on. 1 am infinitely oblig’d to you, Sir.

. Tony. 1 guefs’d you wou’d.

! Fon. 1 am eterpally your debtor.

‘i Tony. Tll never charge you a penny forit. I-
believe now they look like gentlemen. How -
pleas’dl am that [ thought of it!

: Dig. 1 thought of it firft,

g Tony. You he,

:

.‘\

Tic. You do, Diggory! ’twas I advis’'d the
’Squire to 4t, becaufe 1 knew the geateel thing.

i Jon. Oh, pray, no contention for the brilliancy

. of the thought ; for I'd give three or five thou-

i fand pounds to undo what you have done.
What !
Wn N Fan. You have ruin’d me.

-j‘; Jony. Anan!
, - LL ’ Jone
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Fon. You’ve undone me, Sir!

Tony. Who, 1! as how ¢-

7on You've fpoil'd my pictures.

Tony. Tim! '

Tic. I faid, at firft, it was a damn’d ftupid

- thing of you.

Dig. And you know, *Squiire; 1 told vou, that
none but an afs could think of fuch nonfenfe.

Tony. Can you unwig ’em again ?

Paint. What will I get by that ?

Jon. Tl give you fifty guineas.

Paint. Lay it here. '

Jon. There’s the money ; (rakes out bis pocket«
book and gives a pote) charm miy longing eyes, once
-more, with the fight of my Rembrandt’s dear,
dear, black bonnet.

Paint. Then, Sir, they’re only dont ifi water
colour ; ; fo 2 wet towel and a little foap fettles
their wigs in five minates.

Jon. Give me your hand ; I was dreadful]y
alarmed; but now I can, laugh atit. Ha! ha!
ha! what a whimfical thought ! but, you ftupid i 1
regue, why would you put wigs upon the ) !
ladies ?

Paint. Sure it’s the fathion now for all ladies
to wear wigs. How charming they look ! Poer
fellows, ye mutft foon lofe your grandcur'

Enter Frank.

Frank. Sir, the campany are come.

Fon. Very well,

" [Frank locks at the pictures, laughs and exit.

Dig. Pleafe your. honour, may I laugh at them1
alittle? ' ' ‘ |.

Tony. Tutor, kick Diggory out of the roomqi
if you pleafc. ' .-

@ i M A D

£

Tic,
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- i Ta oblige you, *Squire. -
) Dig. I'll fave you the trouble. - [Exis,

Fon. All is now very well; but I have one re-
gueft to make you. '

Tony. What is it, pray ? :

Fon. Only to difmifs one of your retinue,

Tic. That’s Diggory. (afide),

Toky. Whe?

Fon. The bear?

Tomy. What! the bear ?

Fon. That’s the gentleman.

Tomy. Why, Tim, d’ye hear my coufin ? Will

ou ?

Tic. Look’ee,’Squire ; this here harmlefs foul,
this bear of mine, has maintained me fome years,
when I could not do for myfelf; and though,
thanks to my good breeding, I’m grown polite
enough to be a gentleman’s tutor, yet I'll never
be fo much in the fathion as to forfake an old
benefactor. ’ [ Exit Tic.

Tony. 1 with T could get any regular family to
Lboard the bear: enduire among your acquain-

L

|

0 e

tanee Sir.

Fon. Sir, I'll do myfelf that honour.

Tony. Bruin’s a lad of few words, but he’s as
1 civil a fellow as ever ftood upon two legs. But,
coufin Jonquil, 1 won’t offer’ you the filty
guineas you gave the painter.

Tony. Say no more ; you meant well, and that
palliates the confequence. But, for Rubens’ fake
forego your pretenfions in future to a tafte in
4 pictures. :

: Tony. Well, I know the points of a horfe,
A. and that’s made by a better workman.

F\ Fon. Theretfore, to the knowledge of horfes

and dogs, like a true ’Squirc, from this moment

. confine
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confine your claim; for if 2 man will, in oppo-
fition to nature, meddle with matters of which
he is fo extremely ignorant, he muft inevitably
render himfelf the objeét of ridicule and laughter.
Tony. Laughter! and what’s pleafanter thana
laugh? By jingo, a laugh is all I wanted.

If I've rais’d fome fweet {miles on thofe lovely
fair faces, . ‘

I am glad I put wigs on their fifters, the

Rk

Graces : ‘
1 would not offend you for more than. I'll
mention ; -
To pleafe all my friends, was my only in-
tention. :

THE END.
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THE

POOR SOLDIER.

"ACT I
SC'ENAE I,

‘Tbe Cauntry—Sun rife—a large Manfion at fome dif-
tance—near the front, on one fide, a fmall
Houfe ; on the other a Cottage.

Darsy, (without.)

NOW whét harm, Dermot ?

Der. (without.) Why ’tis harm ; fo ftay where
you are. -

Enter DErRMoOT and D arsy.

Dar. Upon my faith I won’t fay a word
Der. Go away I tell you.

Dar. Lord, I' never faw fuch a man as you :
- {fure I’ll only ftand by.

Der. But1 tell you it’s not properfor any

one to be by when one’s along with one’s fweet-
heart.

VOL, I. MM Dare
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Dar. Well, I always like to be by when I'm
along with my fweetheart—=She’s afleep—1I’ll call
her up, halloo! Kathlane!

Der. Will you be quiet, Darby. Can’t you
go make a noife there, under Father Luke’s
window ? -

Dar. Ecod if 1do, he’ll put me in the Bithop’s
Court.

Der. 1f I wasn’t fo fond of Kathlane, I thou’d
think Norah, his Neice there, a very handfome

irl.

8 Dar. Why fo fheis, but fince her own (weet-
heart, Patrick, run away from her and lifted for

« a Soldier, fhe dont care a pin for the prettieft
'of us ; by the lord fhe even flouts me.

Der. Well, well, vou'll fee how it will be;
"fomebody I know——

Dar. Ay, you mean the foreign ferving man,
to the firange Officer that’s above at the Duke’s.
Ebh, why faith Dermot, it would indeed be a
thame, to let 3 black muzzled Mounfeer carry
off a pretty girl, from a parcel of tight Irith boys
like us. ' )

Der. So,. ’twou’d Darby; but my fweet
Kathlane is faft afleep, and never dreams that
her poor Dermot is here under her window,

Dar. Ay, never dreams poor Darby’s under
her window—but I'll have her up—Kathlane—
Kath-—— -

De¢r. Hufh'!

AIR—Dermst.

Sleep on, fleep on, my Kathlane dear,
. May peace poflefs thy breatft,
Yet doft thou dream thy true love’s here,
Depriv’d of peace and reft, !

The
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The birds fing {weet, the morning breaks,
Thefe joys are none to me,

Tho’ {fleep is fled, poor Dermot wakes,

" To none but love and thee,

[Exat.

Dar. What a dull dog that is! Ah, poor
Dermot! ha, ha, why fuch a fong couw’dn’t
wake an Owl out of his fleep, let alone a pretty
girl that’s dreaming of me. Kathlane !—upon
my confcience I’ll,—yes, I'll roufe her.

AIR—Darty.

Dear Kathlane you no doubt,

Find fleep how very {weet ’tis,
Dogs bark, and cocks have crow’d out,
You never dream how late ’tis,

This morning gay,
I poft away,

To have with you a bit of play,
On two legs rié), :
Along to bid,

Good morrow to your night cap,

1L,

Laft night a little bowfy,
With Whifkey, Ale, and Cyder,
I afk’d young Betty Blowfy,
To let me'fit befide her,
Her anger rofe,
And four as floes, ,
The little gypfey cock’d her nofe,
Yet here I’ve rid,
Along to bid,
Good morrow to your night cap,

III,

Beneath-the Honey-fuckle,
The Daify, and the Vi’let, .
Compofe fo fweet a truckle,
They’ll tempt you fure to fpoil it,
MM.2 Sweeg
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Young Sall and Bell,
I’ve pleafed fo well,
But hold, I musn’t kifs and tell,-
So here I’ve rid,
Along to bid,
Good ‘morrow to your night cap.

(Kathlane opens the Cottage windows

. Dar. Ay there the is; oh I'm the boy for it.

Katb, 1s that Dermot 2

Dar. (biding under the penthoufe) O dear, fhe
takes me for Dermot, he, he, he!

Kath. Who's there ?

Dar. Sureit’s only I.

. Kath. What Dermot ?

" Dar. Yes—I am—Darby. (/i de)

Kath. I'm coming down. (Retires.)

Dar. 1 thought I'd bring her down: I'm a
fure mark{man. ,

Enter KATHLANE from the Cottage.

Kath. Where are you, my dear Dermot ?

Dar. (Comes forward.) *“ Good morrow - to
your nightcap.” (/fings.) A

Kath. (Starting.) Darby! Now hang you for

¢+ an impudent fellow.

Dar. Then hang me about your neck, my
fweet Kathlane.

Kath. 1t’s a fine thing that people can 't take
their reft of a morning, but you muff come
roaring under their windows,

" Dar. Now what need you be fo crofs with a
body—when you-know I love you.

Kath. Love!—ha,—Ilike you for that.

Dasr. I’'m oblig’d to you.

Kaib. You love,.ha, ha, ha! .
¥. Dar, .
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Dar. 1 do, upon my confcience.

Kath. Well, let mt alone, Darby : once for all
I will not have you.

Dar. No!

Kath. No, as I hope for man, I won’t.

Dar. Ha, ha, ha! hope for man, and yet won t,
have me.

Kath. Yes, but I’ll tell you what fort of a man ;
then look into the river, and fee if you're he.

Dar. And if not—I"ll pop in head foremoft.

- Kath. Do Darby; and then you may whiftle
for me.’

AIR.—Kathlane.

Since love is the plan
I’ll love if I can,

But firft let me tell you what fort of a man.
In addrefs how complete
And in drefs fpruce and neat,

No matter how tall, fo he’s over five feet :
Nor dull, nor too witty
His eyes I’ll think pretty

If fparkling with pleafure whenever we meet.

II.

Tho’ gentle he be,
* His man he fhould fee
Yet never be conquer’d by any but me.
In a fong bear a bob
In a glafsa hob nob
Yet drink of his reafon his noddle ne’er rob.
This is my fancy -
If fuch a man can fee,.
I'm his, if he’s mine, until then I am free.

Dar. So then you won’t have me.

Kath. No, that I won’t.

Dar: Now you might-if you pleas’d.
: ‘  Kath,



370 THE POOR SOLDIER:

Kath. 1 might if you pleas’d.

Dar. Well fure I do pleafe.

Kath. Ay, but you don’t pleafe me. :

Dar. Why I'm a better match for you than
Dermot.

Kath. No. _

Dar. No ? Havn't I every thing comfortable
about me? cows, fheep, geefe and turkies for
you to look after in the week days, and a pretty
pad for you to ride to.chapel .on a Sunday : a little
cabin for you to live in, and a neat bit of a potatoe
garden for ycu to walk in; and for a hufband

# I'm as pretty a lad as you’d meet with of a long
fummer’s day. , )
(ath. Get along: don’t talk to me of your
geele and your turkies, man, with your conceit
- and your nonfenfe. A

Dar. My nonfenfe! Oh very well: you fay that
to me, do you?

Kath. To be fure I do.

Dar. Then marry hang me if I don’t.—

Kath. What—what’ill you do?

Dar. Do, why I'll—tell the Prieft of you.

Kath. Ah do=——do your worft, you ninney
hammer !

Dar. I’'m a ninney hammer, oh very well—

* I tell you .what Kathlane——1I’ll{ay no more.

DUET.

Kath. Out of my fight or I’ll box your ears.
Dar. Il fit you foon for your jibes and jeers.

Leth. - T’ll fet my cap at a {fmart young man,
Dar. Another I’ll wed this day if I can.
Kath. In courtfhip fuany. -

Lar. Once fweet as honey,

Keth. You drone.

Dar. No Kate, I’m your humble Bee. .
Kath
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[ Dar.
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Go dance your dogs with your fiddle de dee
For a {prightly lad is the tune for me.

II.

Like {fweet milk turn’d now to me feems love,
The fragrant Rofe does a Nettle prove.
Sour Curds I tafte, tho’ fweet Cream I chofe.
And with a flower I fting my nofe. . '
: In courtfhip funny, &c. -

[ Exeunt fwerall R

Enter FiTzROY.

Fitz. Ay, here’s Father Luke’s houfe: T doubt
if his charming niece is up yet. ("Looks at bis
watch) 1 fhall be back before the family are
ftirring, and even if not, drawn hither by the
devout hopes of paying my adoration to this
Bylvan Drity, the beauty and frethnefs of the
morning exhilirates and delights.

AIR.—Fitzroy.

‘The T'wins of Latona, fo kind to my boon, . -

-And Sol lends a ray to chafte Dian’s fair Moon,

Arife to partake of the chafe,

T

And a fmile to the {miles of her face.

For the fport I delight in, the bright Queen of Love

~

With myrtles my brow fhall adorn,

. While Pan breaks his Chaunter, and fkulksin the Grove,

Excell’d by the found of the horn.

The dogs are uncoupled, and 'fweet is their cry,

. Yet fweeter the notes of fiveet Echo’s reply.
Hark forward, my Honies! The game is in view
But love is the game that [ with to purfue, =~

“The
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The Stag from his Chamber of Woodbine peeps out,
His fentence he hears in the gale, )
Yet flies, till entangled in fear and in doubt,
His courage and conftancy fail.
Surrounded by foes, he prepares for the ’fray,
- Defpair taking place of his fear,
With Antlers cre&ec:lp awhile ftands at bay,
Then furrenders his life with a tear.
’ The dogs, &c.

Oh here comes the Prieft her uncle, and now for
his final anfwer, which muft determine my
happinefs. (Enter Fatbher Luke) Good morning to
you, Sir.

* F. Luke. And a good morrow, and a hundred
and a thoufand good marrows to you worthy Sir.

Fitz. As many thanks to you my reverend Sir.

F. Luke. 'True, Sir, I am reverend, becaufe
. I’m the Prieft of the Parith. Blefs you, Sir, but
you’re an early rifer.

Fitz, Why you inuft imagine that the pillow has
no great charms for one whofe heart can take
little reft ’till Julld to peace by your friendly
benediction.—Oh! Father Luke your charming
‘Niece.— T

F. Luke. My Niece— you told me of that,
but you never told me your fortune, fo it’s gone*
quite out of my memory. :

Fitz. Why Father, if you muft peep into my
rent-roll, I fancy you’ll find it fomething above
2000l. a'year : .

F. Luke. Two thoufand!'—You fhall have my
niece : but-there’s two things which perhaps you
have not confider’d on.

Fitz. What are thofe ?-

-F. Luke. Her religion and her country.

: - Fitz,

\
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Fitx. My dear Sir; be affured I am ineapable
of an illiberal prejudice againft any one, for not
having firft breath’d the fathe air with me, or for
worthiping the fame Deity in another manner.
‘We are common children of one parent, and the
honeft man wkho thinks with moral retitude, and"
adls according to his thoughts, is my countryman
{et him be born where he will. ' ‘

F. Luke. Juft my thoughts, Sir, I don’t mind
2 man’s country fo he has—You've 2000l. a
year ? (Fitz. bews) Your hand, you fhall marry
my ni¢ce.. : :

" Fitz. My deir good man you're the beft of
Priefts ; but, there’s one thing that I'd wifh to
be certain of—Are you fure your niece’s heart is
totally difengag'd ? : o

* F. Luke. Why Sir fhedid give her heart away
but I made her take it back again; fhe had a fort
of a Lover that I 'think fhe was a little fond of.

Fitz. How?2 = | .

. F. Luke. Don’t be alarm’d, Sir, for lord knows

what’s become of poor Patrick fince he was fent
off for America: upon my refufing Norah to
him, he took on fo, that one day, full of ale and
vexation, the fool went and lifted for a foldier. .

Fitz. Ah, I cou’d wifh thatee— .

F. Luke. You can wifh for no more than you
Jhall have: fhe’s your’s: I fay the word; and I’m
her uncle, her Guardian, and her Clergy. Here,
Norah, child, (calls at the window) I fancy fhe’s
not awake yet. (Going in.) : ' ‘

Fitz. Hold Sir, I wouldn’t have her difturb’d
for the world. )

F. Luke. Well faith, vou’re good mnaturd .
enough oconfidering you've been fighting in
America, :

VoL, I NN , Firz,
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- Fitw, My deir Father Luke, you know I’'m
down here at the Duke’s upon a vifit, and you
have fenfe enougk to keow likewife, that not-
withftanding your niece’s beauty and merit, and
the reverence due to your charaéter, fixch is the
sidiculous pride, and affum’d privilege of birth
and fortune, that I fhould be moft ¢gregioufly
rallied, and perhaps obftacles thrown in the way
of my happinefs, thou’d this affair'be talked of
there. ’ :
" F. Luke. Not a word, my lips are feal’d.

Firz, That’s right, my dear friend, the cere-
mony once over, with pride 1 fhall publifii my
felicity to the world. I have aiready fent up to
Dublin, for fome trifling ornaments for my fweet -
Norah; I expet them every hour, this night
you fhall join our hands, and then U]l introduce
my lovely bride as fuch, to my friends at Carton
Houfe, . :
Enter Darsy.

 Dar. Father Luke, I want to fpeak a word
with you if you pleafe; Sir. (Fitzrey walks up
the Stagez '
- F. Luke. What do you mean you free fellow ?
Don’t you fee I'm in company, and in company
with a gentleman too ? Eh, you wicked boy ?
. Dar. I’'m not wicked. :
- F. Luke. Eh, how child, what, ant I your
Prieft, and don’t I know what wickednefs is.
*  Dar. WellSit, to be fure I have been 2 young
rake, as a body may fay, but now Fm going to
- take a wife to myfelf. _ .
F Luke. (to Darby) Getaway.—1I beg your
worfhip’s pardon. .o Fitzroy) ‘ )
Fitz. Ohno apology, Sir. The Shepherd muft
look to his flock: , ‘
T ‘ ) F. Luke.
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F, Luke. Ah ! I’m fhepherd to a blefled flock of
goats : Now would yeu think i, 8ir? that Darby,
that fellow that looks fo fhccp:fh, is the maoft
_notorious reprobate in the whole patifh.

~ Dar. (to Fitzrey) Sir, FH tell yogy why Father
Luke’s always at me. He, he, he! when one
plays or fo, among the girls; you know one
muﬁ ve them a kifs or two, to keep them in
%‘ mour ; and then the long winter mghts
bcforca fine fire, I’m fo frolickfome among ’em,
that when we. play at forfeits, it may come to
twenty or thirty kiffes a picce: thefe they muft
all confefs to him, and ecod, of a ¢old morning
they keep Father Luke, 'till his fingers are
numb’d, and his nofe is blue, he, he, he!
you know, Sir, you know that’s the reafon you
don’t like poor Darby.

F. Luke. Get along you profligate, .

Dar. Well, Sir, T'll go.

F. Luke. Comc back here: Where are you

om now? } warrant you’re pofling away to

e alehoufe; but I'll follow you; I'll meet you
therc, and if I catch you guzzhng, if - you dare
¢all for aquart of ale before me.—

Dar, Yowll drink half of l_t/b ' b
F. Luke Go along, go, es him ¢ h!
dear me ! I'm only agpogor pgfxuﬂl prieft h{;')e and

I profefs | have more to do than a bithop,

Fitz. 1 with father you were a bithop.

F. Luke. | wifh to Heaven [ was

Fits. Well, well=—who knows—all in ood
time— We fhall have his Gr ace’s mtereﬁ-n-Sucﬁ

3 thing may be-done.
F. Lukg Qb, that nothing may hmdcr it!

AIR



276 [ THE POOR SOLDIER.

AIR.—Fatber Lake.

An humble curate here am]I,
The boys and girls dire&or ;
Yet fomething whifpers by and by,
I may be made 4 Rector:
*Then I’ll preach
And teach, =
- My fheep and rams.
So well I'll mind my duty;
" And Oh, my pretty ewes and lambs!
Your paﬁor fhall be true t’ye.

For tho’ a fimple fitherman,
A deap’ry if I fith up, '
So good I’ll do the bett I can,
' d pray---to be a Bithop. -
To my preaching,
Teaching,
Then farewell.
No more with duty hamper’d,
But lump and fle¢k,
: ev’rend cheek ;
©b, i_ow my lordthip’s pgmper’d.

But, Sir, Hou’rc fure of my niece Norah; an(}
now I mufl attend fome duties of my funion
among my panﬂuoners. [ Exit. .
+ Fitz. Love for 3 young man! this is not fo
well : The firft impreflion of love upon the heart
of ari innocent young woman, is not eaﬁly, if
ever eras’d ; the coldnefs of her carriage to
me, rather cKechs my hopes than abates the ar-
dor of my affe@ions. (F. Luke’s dooro pens) Tis
the; I fear to fpeak to her, left I {hou’d be obs
. ferv’d by fome of the villagers, (retires)

Enter
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Enter Noran, from the Houfe.
| AIR.E-Naréb.

The meadows look chearful, the bifds fweetly fing,
. So gaily they carrol the praifes of fpring ; '
" 'Tho’ nature rejoices, . poor Norah fhall mourn,
Until her dear Patrick again fall return.

ik

Ye laffes of Dublin, ah, hide your gay charms!
Nor lure her dear Patrick from Norah’s fond arms ;
Tho’ fattins and ribbons and laces are fine,

They hide not a heart with fuch feelings as mine.

‘What a beautiful morning! The primrofes and
violets feem to have fprung up fince the fun went
. down: Ifthegrafs is nottoo wet, perifaps Kathlane
will take a walk with me—but, the’s gone to walk
with her fweetheart Dermot: Well, if Patrick
had’nt forfook me, I thou’dn’t now want a com-
panion.—Oh dear! here’s the gentleman that my
uncle is always teazing me about.
_ Firz. A fine morning, Madam; but your pre-
fence gives an additional luftre to the beauties
of thi# charming fcene.

Nor. Sir. (curtfies)

Fitz. Beautiful Norah, has your uncle appriz’d
youof the felicity I hope to derive from your
compliance with his will, and my ardent withes ?

Nor. 1 don’t know, Sir; hetalk’d to me a3
great deal, but .

Fitz. (taking ber band) Nay, do not ayert thofe
Jovely eyes—look kindly on me,

AIR,
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AIR.—FiIer]. ‘

For you deareft maiden the pride of the village,
The town and it’s pleafures I freely refign. )
Delight {prings from labor, and fcience from tillage,
Where love, peace and innocence fweetly combine,
Soft tender affc@ion, what blifs in poffefling,
- How bleft when ’tis love that infures us the
- blefling. '
Carefs’d, Oh what rapture in mutual careffing,
What joy can I with far, was Norah but mine.

1.

The feafts of gay fathion with fplendour invite us,
-Where ] , pride and her follies attend ;
‘The banquet of reafon alone fhould delight us,
How {weet the enjoyment when fhar’d with a friend.
Be thou that dear friend then, my comfort, my
pleafure,
A look is my funthine, a fmile is my treafure,
Thy lips if confenting, give jay beyand mweafure,
‘A rapture fo perfe®, wbhat joy can tranfcend !

Nor. Do, Sir, permit me to withdraw ; our
village is very cenforious ; and a gentleman be,
ing feen with me, will neither add to your ho-
nor or my reputation, . [Exit into boufe.

Enter BAGATELLE. (baftily)

Bag. Ah, Monfieur! '

Fitz. Well, what’s the matter ?

Bag. Ah, Monfieur! I'm come=—I"m come—
to tell you—that—I'm out of breath, -

Fitz. What'’s the matter ? '

Bag. 1t is all blown— '

Firz. 1 {fuppofe my love affair here is difcover'd.
(kalf afide)

Bag. Oui Monfieur, I have difcover.— \

R ~ Fiz,
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Fitz. How, you?

Bag. All blown.

Fitz. The devil!

Bag. We muft go to town,

Fitz. Difcover’d—all blown—and we muft go
to town— : ’ -

Bag. Oui Monfieur, I have difcover dat all
your Marefchal poudre is blown out of devindre,
and I muft go to town for more.

Fitz. And is this the difcovery that has made
you run about the roads after me? :

Bag. Non Monfieur ; but I am come on de
affaire of grande importance.
~ Fitz, Quick, what is it ? :

Bag. To know Monfieur, if you will drefs to-
day en queue or de twifted club.

Fit. 1s this your affair of grand importance ?

Bag. Oui, 1 muft make de preparation ; oh, I
did like to forget to tell you, dat his Grace, and
all de fine Ladies wait for your honor’s compa-
ny in de breakfaft parlour. -

" Firz, Damn your impertinence, "firrah ; why
didn’t you tell me thisat firft ? I thall have’ fifty
feouts after me; follow and be in the way, as1
fhall-want to drefs.
' [Exit.

Bag. Ah!—ah, ah, begar dis is de Prieft’s
houfe, and I did meet him in de village. Fort
bien, ah, ’tis bon opportunité to make de love
to his neice; I vil finith de affaire with coup
d’eclat—Somebody come-—~Now for Mademoi-
felle Norah, LExit into Father Luke's houfe.

Enter
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Enter PATRICK.

. ) Pat. Well, here I am, after all the dangers of
war return’d to my native village, two years
older than I went; not much wifer, up to the
heart in love, and not a fixpence in my pocket.
(Darby fings without) Isn’t that Darby? ’tis in- -
deed, and as foolith as ever. : .

Enter DAR.BY, Jinging, fops fbort, looks with furs
_ prize at PATRICK. _

Dar. 1site—Pat? (runstohim) My dear boy
you’re welcome, you’re welcome my dear boy.

_Pat. Thank you Darby: how are all friends

" fince I left them. . _

Dar. Finely; excepta cow of mine that died
laft Michaelmas.

Pat. But how is my dear Norah ? ‘
Dar. As pretty as ever., I mufin’t tell him of
the Mounfeer that’s about her houfe. (afide)
*Twas a Thame for you to turn foldier, and run

away from her, ,

Pat. Cou’d I hélp it, when-her ill-natur’d un-
cle refussd me his confent, and fhe wou’dn’t
marry me without it. o .

Dar. Why Father Luke’s very erofs indéed to

" tis young lovers.—Eh, Pat, but let’s look at
you. Egad you make a tight little foldier
enough ; you'll have Norah: oh, if I thought I
cou’d get Kathlane by turning foldier,sl’d lift to-
morrow. )

* Pat. Well, Ill introduce you to the Serjeant.
Dar, Ay, do, if you pleafe. I think I'd look
. " i very
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pretty in a red coat, ha, ha, hal (Jeems delighted
with Patrick’s drefs) Let’s fee how the hat and
feather becomes me ? (takes off Pairick’s hat, and

difcovers a lorge foar vn his forebead) What's that ?

Pat, Only a wound I got in battle.

Dar. Hem, take your hat; I don’t think re-
gimentals wou’d become me at all.

Pat, How! ha, ha, ha! what terrified at a
fcar, eh, Darby? :

Dar. Me térrified! not I, I don’t mind twen-
ty fcars, only it looks {0 conceited for a man to
have a black patch upon his faces but how did
you get that beauty fpot ? '

Pat. In my attempt to fave the life of an offi-
cer, I fell; and the bayonet of an American gre-
nadier left me for dead, bleeding on the field.

Dayr. Left for dead!

Pat. There was glory for you.”

Dar. Hem! and fo they found you bleeding
in your glory? ‘

_Pat. Come now, I'll introduce you to the
Serjeant. o

Dar.. (looks out) Hem! yes, I’'m coming, Sir.
(Jeems as if anfwering fomebody without)

Pat. Oh, yonder is the Serjeant. (looking out)
‘Where are you going ? : , '

Dar. To meet him. (going the contrary way) Tl
be with you prefently, Sir. (locks at Patrick) Hem
—glory—row de dow. [Exit.

Pat. Ha, ha, ha! the fight of a- wound is
enough for poor Darby—but now to fee my
fweet Norah, and then for a pitcher of friend-
thip with my old companions,

voL. . oo - ' AIR.
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‘AIR,—Payrick,

The wealthy fool with gold in ftore;
Will ftill defire to grow richer;

Give me but health, I atk no more, = -
My little girl, my friend, and pitchet,

- - My friend fo rare,
My girl fo fair,
With fuch what mortal can be richer 3
Poffefs’d of thefe, a fig for care,
My little girl, my friend and pitcher.

',IIc

From morning fun, I’d never grieve,
To toil, a Hedger, or a Ditcher;
"~ If that when I come home at eve,
I might enjoy my friend and pitcher. "

N My friend, &c.

t

. 111
~ T'ho’ fortune ever fhuns my door, _
", ... (I know not what can thus bewitch her;}
- * " ‘With all sy heart; can I be poor, '
With my fweet gir!, my friend and pitcher.
My friend, &c: .
[Exit into houfe:

N .

SCENE 1IL
Infide of Fatuer Luke’s mq/_e'. E ,
-BAGATELLE difeover’d, fpeaking at a chamber dost.

Bag. 1 wou’d only fpeak von vord vit you.
Ouvrez la potte, ma chere; do open de door,
Mademoifelle Norah, ‘ o

Nor.
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Nor. (within) I requeft, Sir, you'll go away,

Bag. Firft give me de von litt’l'e kifs.go 7

Nor. (witbin) Upon my word this is exceeds
ing rude behavidar, and if ‘my uncle finds you
there, fee what he’ll fay to you. - .
" Bag. (afide) Oh de Father Luke; begar he
may be enragé—vel, I am going ; Mademoifelle
Norah, I am going. :

lf’at. (without) Where is my charming No-
rah? :

Bag. Ah, mal pefte! begar, I am all take, [
vill hide. (goes into a clofet)

Enter PaTrIck.

Pat, Eh! all the doors open, and nobody at
home. (knocks at the chamber door) Who’s here ¥
. Nor. (within) You’re a very rude man, and I
defire you’ll leave the houfe.

Pat. Leave the houfe! a kind reception after
two year’s abfence.

Nor. Sure 1 know that voice,

Enter NorAH,

My Patrick ! . .

Pat, My dear, dear Norah!

Nor. 1t | was dear to you, ah Patrick, how
cou’d you leave me? :

“Pat. And were you forry tor my going?

Nor. Judge of my foirow at your abfence, by
thefe tears ot joy for your return..

Pat. My fweet girl! this precious moment
-makes amends for ail the dangers and fatigues
Y’ve fuffer’d fince our parting, - '

Bag. Ah, pauvre Bagatelle | (afide)

003 ' Pat,
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Pd. I heard a noife ! S

Nor. Oh heav’ns, if it {hou’d be my uncle,
.=what fhall Ido? he's more averfe to our union
than ever..—Hold, I'll run to the door.

Pat. And if you hear Father Luke coming up-
{hairs, Yl fep in here. (opens door, and difcovers
Bagatelle) 1s this your forraw for my abfence,
and tears for my return?

Bag. Begar Monfieur, I am forry for yout
veturn.

Nor. How unlucky !

Bag. Monfieur, votre ferviteur, -

g Pat. Shut up here with a rafcally Hair-drefe
er !

Bag, Hair-dreffer ! Monfieur, you fhall give
me de fatisfaltion ; 1 vill challenge you, and [
vill meet you vid

Pat. With your Curling Irons. .

'Bag. Curling Irons! Ab, facre Dieu !

Pat. Hold your tongue, except you like to
walk out of 3 window.

Bag. Monlfieur, to oblige you, I vill valk out
of de vindre, but I vou’d rather valk down ftairs:
I'm not particular in dat point.

Pat. March Sirrah! or I'll cudgel you while
I can hold a fplinter of Shelelah,

Bag. Cudgel ! Monfieur, vill you take a pinch
of fnuff?—non! oh den I put up my box, and
bid you bon jour, ferviteur Mademoifelle Norah,

Exit.

Pat. Ah, Norah! cou'd I have behcveg thxs
of you ?

Nor. Cou'd I have believ’d Patrick wou’d

~have harbour’d a thought to my. dlfadvantase ?
—And can you think me falfe 2

‘ Pat.
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Pat. If I do Norah, my heart is the only fuf-

ferer,

Pat.

DUET.

A Rofe tree full in bearing,
Had {weet flowers fair to fee ;
One Rofe beyond comparing,
For beauty attradted me,
‘Tho’ eager once to win it,
Lovely, blooming, frefh, and gay ;
I find a Canker in it,
And now throw it far away.

How fine this morning early,
All fun-fhiny, clear and bright;
So late I lov’d you dearly,
Tho’ loft now each fond delight.
The clouds feem big with fhowers,
Sunny beams no more are feen;
Farewell ye happy hours,
Your falfehood has chang’d the fcene.

[Exeunt feverally.

END OF THE FIRST ACT,
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il

ACT IL

SCENE Io . -~
« The Country.
Enter PATRICK;

" - PaTrICE.

AY, I'm but a common rank and file; it is
not of this Frenchman I thou’d be jealous: my
Norah I find has given her heart to an officer—
no matter. '

AIR.—Patrick.

Why breathe fo rude, thou northern wind
Be gentle unto me;
1 lov’g a maiden moft unkind,
No fairer fhall you fee :
Her vows were foft as weftern gale,
Whilft flocks are penn’d in fold ;
I thought fhe liften’d to my tale,
She left me, ah! for Gold.

Fu]l featly fexton with thy fpade,
Oh make my bed a boon ;

Yet tho’ to reit is Patrick laid,
Thy bells ring out this tune.

Beneath
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Beneath this bank of tufted grafs,

" Ye faithful fwains be told, _

Is laid the youth that lov’d the lafs,
Who left him, ah! for Gold.

[Exit.

Enter Darsy.

Dar. Ho Pat! Paddy! Ay there he goes
finging about the roads like a difcarded fowl ; fo
am I, but why fhou’d Kathleen like Dermot
better nor I? Well, well, I’'m fure I'm as—
fhew me a compleater fellow—I can wreftle—
I’m a good hurler—I can cudgel—I can play up-
on the pipes, and I can dance—(dances) and I
can—tfhew me a compleater fellow, that’s all
~—(Ratblane fings without) Oh, here fhe comes.

Enter KATHLANE.

Kath. What are you there, foolith Darby ?

Dar. Now am 1 puzzled whether to takea
friendly glafs of punch with Patrick yonder, or
ftay here and kifs you. ,

Katk. So betwixt my lips and a glafs of punch,
you’re the afs between two bundles of-

Dar. Now I’'m an afs—you’re a bundle of
{fweet—fince nobody’s by I'll make hay while
the fun fhines—kifs me Kathlane and then I’ll
be in clover. ’ .

Kath. No, I’ll not take fuch a rake asyou
when I go a hay-making, I affure you.

Dar. See there now! .
. KRath. Ay, and fee there again now, you know

Darby I’am an heirefs, and fo take your anfwer;
you’re no match for me, .

Dar.
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Dar. An heirefs! Why tho’ your father, old
Jorum that kept the Harp and Crown, left you
well enough in the world, as a body may fay,

et—

Kath: Well enough, you difparaging fellow!
Did’nt my. poor father leave me a fortune of
cleven pounds—a barrel of ale upon draught—
the dappled mare, befides the furniture of the
whole houfe, which ’prais’d to the matter of thirty
cight thillings ! Well enough indeed!

Dar. ( feothing.) Nay, but Kathlane—

Kath. (Paffionate.) Well enough! And did’nt
he leave me the bald filley, you puppy?

Dar. Oh, now fhe’s got upon the bald filley—
the devil ca’n’t take her down—

Karb. A pretty thing to fay to a girl of my
fortune. '

AIR.—Aathlane.

Dermot’s welcome as the May,
Chearful, handfome, and good natur’d 3
Foolifh Darby, get away,
Aukward, clumfy, and ill-featur’d :
Dermot prattles pretty chat;
Darby gapes like any oven:
Dermot’s neat from fhoe to hat;
Darby’s but a dirty floven,
Lout looby,
Silly booby,
' Come no more to me courting :
‘Was my deareft Dermot here,
- All is joy and gay fporting.

1I.
Dermot’s teeth are white as egg,
Breath as fweet as fugar-candy:
‘Then he’s fuch a handfome leg ;

Darby’s knocky-kneed and bandy :
Dermot
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Dermot walks a comely pace,
‘ﬁarby like an Afs goes ftumping :
. Dermot dances with fuch graces
Darby’s dance is only juniping.
Lout looby,
Silly booby, &c. -
[Exit.
_ Dar. So I muft fall in love, I with I’d’ firft
fell in the river ; Oh dear! ( fgbs)
Bag. (witbout) Oh, Monfieur Darby!
_ Dar. Lord this is Mr. Bag and tail the Mon«
fieur, -

Enter BAGATELLE:

Bag. Ah, ha! Monfieur Darby, begar i
did look all about and I could no find you.
Dar., That’s becaufe I’'m fo wrap’d in love.
Bag. Monfieur Pat fhall fight a me:
Dar. Oh, you’re going to fight Pat.
Bag. Oui, and disis the deadly challenge, de
Tettee de mort.
Dar. Oh, what you’ll leather him more. |
Bag. Dis foldier Patrick did affront me be-
fore Mademoifelle Norah, and I vil have de fa-
 tisfattion=—=Begar 1 vill kill foldier Pat, and you
fall be my friend. . .
Dar. Can’t you as well kill Dermot; and then
you’ll be my friend—but why kill Pat ?
Bag. Ce Monfieur Pat, quel Barbare!
Dar. Oh, becaufe you’re a barber, .
Bag. Voud you affront me ?
Dar. Not L. ’
* Bag, You vil be my friend, if you vil give
dis challenge to Monficur Patrick.
Dar. Giveit me—by the Lord Harry, man,
he fhall have it, '
voL. I. - | B ] Bag.
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Bag. 1vill not truft dat Lord Harry’s Mt
Giveit yourfelf. :

Dar. Well, I will,

Bag. Dere it is—Le Duc’s coachman did write
it for me as he is Englis.

Dar. Let’s fee. (Opem it and read:) ¢ Sir,
¢« this comes hopping,” ¢« Hoppmg I'll run
all the way if that will do— that you're in good
¢ health, as I am at this prefent writing—1I tell
¢ you what friend, tho’ you think yourfelf a
« great officer, you don’t make me walk out
¢ of a window, and this comes to-let you know
« I’ll bave Norah in fpite of you, I'll be damn’d
¢« if I don’t, and moreover than that, meet me
« in the Elm Grove, at Seven in the Evening,
“ when you muft give me fatisfaction, but not
¢ with curling irons, till then 'm yours, as in .
** duty bound.” -

Bag. Oui, datis de etiquette of the challenge,
I put no name for fear of de law,

Dar. It is not direted, but Pat fhall have its

Bag. Fort bien.

Dar; 1 know Pat is Norah’s fweetheart—but
how did he affront you?

Bag. Affront, begar he did take off his hat
and make me a low bow.

Dar. That was an affront indeed.

- Bag. And den fays he, Monficur, I fhould be
much oblige to you if you vil do me thg honour
to valk out of the window.

lzar Well you could not do lefs, he was fo
civi

Bag. Ah ha, Monfieur, fays I, begar I vil
tmake you walk down ftairs, vid dat T did lif
my leg and give him one blow dat did klck him
hom detop to de bottom,

Dar.
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Dar. You knckt him down ftairs ! and for that
e muft give you fatisfaction.

Bag. Dat is it,—Monfieur Darby, I voud not
truft de upper domeftiques at the Dukes, nor
employ de lower fervants upon dis affair of ho-
nour—You muft come to de fight vid me—I
have de piftols.

Dar. Piftols!

Bag. Oui, you fall be my feconde. '

Dar: Piftols! Second—Eh coud'nt I be third
pr fourth ?

Bag. Ah, Monfieur, you are wrong, toute
autre chofe.

Dar. Oh, I muft get two other fhoes, ‘

(lacking at bis feet.

Bag. Non—Vel, Monfieur Darby, now Lhave
. fent my challenge, I am ready in de duel to de-
cide de point of honour, and fo I vil go—brufh
my Mafter’s coat. [Extt‘.~

‘Dar. Piftols! I don’t much like giving this
challenge to Pat—he’s a devil of a fellow fince
he turned Soldier ; the boy at the alehoufe fhall
g:ve it him, for as Pat bid Monfieur walk ont of
a window, he may defire me ta walk up the
¢himney. ' . [ Exit

SCENE II,

Enter NorAH,

Nor., No where can I find him, and I fear my
uncle will mifs me from home.—My letter muft
have convin¢’d him how he wrong’d me by his

: ﬁ;fpxqwns.
: PP 2 _ AIR
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Deareft youth why thus delay,
And leave me here a2 mourning
Ceafelefs tears while thou’rt away,
Mutt flow for thy returning. .
Winding brooks if by your fide,
My carelefs love is ftraying 3
Gently murmur, foftly chide,
And fay for him I’m ftaying.

‘[C

Meads and Groves I’ve wander’d o’ex_'."
In vain dear youth to find thee;
Come, ah come and part no more,
Nor leave thy love behind thee.
On yon green hill I’ll fit till night,
My careful watch fill keeping; °
But if he then not blefs my fight,
P’ll lay me down a weeping.

He comes—My Patrick !
Enter PATRICK.

-Pat. Ny dear Norah, excufe my delay; bug
fo many old acquaintances in the village,

Nor. You had my letter? :

Pat. Yes, and 'm atham’d of my folly, to be -
jealous of fuch a Baboon too. o :

Nor. Aye, he'd be foon difcharg’d if his maf~
ter Capt. Fitzroy knew of his prefumption. -

Pat, Ah, Norah, I feel more terror at that
one Captain’s name, than I did at the fight of 3
whole army of enemies, drawn upin battle array
againft me.

Nor. My deareft Patrick only be conftant,
love me as I think you do, and mine is fixt on

fuch
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fuch a bafis of permanent affeGtion, as never to

be fhaken.
Pat. And can you prefer a poor foot foldier

to a Captain, my fweet Norah? -
Nor. Ah, my Patrick, you may be oaly a prie

vate in the army, but you’re a Field Officer here,

(/ays ber band to ber beart), . )
Pat. Charming, generous girl }

AIR.—Patrick.

Tho’ Leixflip is proud of it’s clofe thady bowers, .
It’s clear falling waters and miurmuring cafcades, '
Its groves of fine myrtle, its beds of {weet flowers,
Its lads fo well drefs’d and its neat pretty maids.
As each his own village muft ftill make the moft of,
In praife of dear Carton I hope I’'m not wrong ;
Pear Carton containing what kingdoms may boaft of,
*Tis Narah, dear Norah the theme of my fong.

11, .

Be gentlemen fine with their {purs and nice boots on,
“ " 'Their horfes to ftart on the Currah Kildare,
Or dance at a ball with their funday new fuits on,
Lac’d waiftcaat, white gloves and their neat powder’d -

hair.
Poor Pat while fo bleft in his mean humble ftation,
For gold or for acres he never fhall long ;
One fweet {mile can give him the wealth of a nation,
From Norah, dear Norah, the theme of my fong.

Enter Firzroy bebind in a plain fcarlet frock and
. round bat,

Fit, (afide) My little country wife in compa-
py with a common foldier! '

Nor: Don’t fail te come to our houfe as you
promis’d, for at that time my uncle will be
down at Dermot’s.—]’ve a notion ’twill be a -

' . - match
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match between him and Kathleen, my uncle’s
her guardian—Adieu my Patrick. You’ll come
carly. (parting tenderly) - [Exit Norabh.

Pat. Happy Dermot! his Kathleen had not
charms to attraét the attention of this gentle.
man, but becaufe Norah is moft beautiful, Pa-
trick is moft unhappy.

Fitz. (afide) This is a timely and fortunate dif-
covery—If 1 had married her, I fhould have been
in a hopeful way—I’ll endeavour to conceal my
emotions and fpeak to this fellow. (advancing) A
pretty girl you’ve got there, brother foldier.

Pat. She’s handfome, Sir.

Fitz. You feem to be well with here—ch ?
Pat. (fighs) But without her.—

Fitz. Oh, then you think you fhall be without
her ? :

Pat. Yes, Sir.

Fitz. What parts you ?

Pat. My poverty.

Fitz. Why, fhe don’t feem to be rich. °

Pat, No, Sir, but my rival is,

Fitz. Oh, yowve arival ?

Pat. 1 have, Sir. - ,

Fitz. Now for a charalter of myfelf. (afide)

Some rich rafcal, I fuppofe.

Pat. Sir, I envy his riches only, becaufe they
ive him a fuperior claim to my Norah; and
or your other epithet, I'm fure he don’t _de-

Aerveit. )

Fitz. Howfo? ‘

Pat. Becaufe he’s an officer, and therefore a
man of honor. ‘. L

Fitx, It's a pity, my friend, that you’re not
an officer, you feem to know fo well what an
officer thould be—pray, have you been in any
action ? . - , ‘

Pat,
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- Pat. 1 have feen fome fervice in America, Sir.

Fitz. Carolina?

_ Pat. Yes, Sir; T was at the crofling of Beat-
tie’s Ford. : : '
- Fitz. (with emotion) Indeed!

. Pat. 1’d an humble fhare too, in our victory
of the 1 5th March at Guilford, under our brave
officers, Webfter, Leflie, and Tarleton.

Fitz Were you in the action at Beattie’s Ford ?

Pat, Here’s my witnefs, Sir. (takes sff bis hat) -
I receiv’d this wound in the refcue of an officer
who, having fall'n, muft have perifh’d by a de-
termin’d bayonet. _ :

Fitz. By heav’n! the very foldier that fav’d
my life. (afide) then I fuppofe he rewarded you
handfomely ? ‘ ,

Pat. 1 look’t for no reward, Sir.—I fought—
stwas my duty as a foldier ; to proteét a fall’n man
was but an office of humanity.—Good morning
to your honor.—

Fitz. Where are you going now my friend ?

Pat, To abandon my country for ever.

Fitz. (afide) Poor fellow !—But, my lad, I
think you’d beft keep the field, for if the girl
likes you, fhe'll certainly prefer you to your
wealthy rival. :

- Pat. And for that reafon I'll refign her to him.
As llove her, Dllleave her to the good fortune
the merits ; twould be only love to myfelf thould
- I'invelve her in my indigence.

Fitz, You’ll take your leave of her tho’ ?

Par. No, Sir—I told her I’'d meet her at her
uncle’s, but I think it better even to break a pro-
mife, than expofe her to the pangs of a fepara-

“tion, which, without felf-flattery, I know muft
grieve her tender heart:
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Fitz. Well, but my lad, take my advicé and
fee the girl once again before you go. -

. Pat. Sir, I'm oblig’d to you-—~you muft be 2
good natur’d gentleman, and I’ll take your ads
vice.—Then 1 will venture to fee my Norah once
more, for if even Father Luke turns me out of
his houfe, I fhan’t be much difappointed.

AIR.—Patrick.

Farewell my dear Norah, adieu to fweet peace,
Ah, fay cruel fate, when my forrow fhall ceafe 3
I fear’d neither mufket nor cannon nor {word,
Farewell is my terror, for death’s in that word !
Yet farewell to Norah, adieu to fweet peace,
Ab, fay, cruel fate when my forrow fhall ceafe.

[Exit Patrick,

Fitz. What a nhoble fpirit—there let the ems

broider’d epaulet take a cheap leflon of bravery

" honor and generofity from fixpence a day and
worfted lace. :

Enter Box with a letter.

Boy. Pray, Sir, are you the man ih the red
coat ? ‘
Fitz Ha, ha, ha! Why, yes, my little hero;
I think I am the man in the red coat.
Boy. Then Darby defird me to give you that.
» ~ : [ Exit unperceived,
Fitz. (opening the letter) Darby! anew corref-
pondent—(reads) ¢ This comes hopping,s———
duty bound.”—A curious challenge, and pray
my little friend, where is this Mr. Darby. (Jeoks
round) Eh! why the herald is off~my Norah
feems to have plenty of lovers here—but how
« has my attachment tranfpir’d ? Seven o'clock in
~ the
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the Elmgrave—Waell, we thajl fee what fort of
Hero l\fr. Darby is.—This charming girl! A
pretty fnare mafter Cupid has led me into.
How unlucky, to erec fo fair a manfion on ano-
ther man’s foundation !

AIR.—Fitzroy.

Thou little cheat, return my heart,
For if you’ve loft your own,

*Tis butatbefta rogui(h art,

‘T'o coax poor me with mine to part
And yours for ever gone.

Hence ye graces, fmiles, and loves,
. Tender figh and falling tear, N
Venus barnefs all thty doves, . .
Cupid quit thy manfion here. .

Heal my wound and footh my pain,
Rofy Bacchus chear my foul 3

If the urchin comes again,
Drown him in thy flewing bowl.

[Exit,
SCENE III.
Outfide of DermoT’s Cottage.

Enter FaTHerR Luke and Derwmor.

F. Luke. Well now Dermot, I've come to your
houfe with you—what is this bufinefs ?

Der, Ob, Sir, I'll tell you.

F. Luke. Unburthen your confcience to me,
child —fpeak freely—you know I’m your{piritual
confeflor, fo I muft examine into the ftate of
- your foul—tell me—have you tapp'd the barrel -
of ale yet? .

YOL. I, Q Q, Dere
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Der. That1 have, Sir, and you fhall tafte it,
[Exxt
'F. Luke. Aye, he wants to come round me.
“for my ward Kathlane.

Re-enter DErRMOT with Ale.

My dear child, what’s that ?
Der. Only your favorite brown jug, Sir.—
F. Luke. (taking it) Now, child, why will yoy
do thefe things? (drinks)
Der. I'll prime him well before I mentlon

Kathlane.--Its a hard heart thata fup can’t foften.

(afide)

- . F. Luke. Boy, what fignifies your jug, you
know I don’t think of it without a tender fong—
you’re a country lad and a thepherd, and a lover,

Der. All that I furely am, Sir.
AlR.—DEermMoT.

My theep feaft on flawers, and fine is their wool,
My dog he is faithful my bottle is full :

And green is the pafture, and blue is the fky,

And Aura fofc whifpers in amorous figh.

A note from my pipe is the joy of the plain,
That copples in gancm the nymph and the {fwain,
Tho’ fmiles of bright fummer encircle my year,
Alas! all is nothing---Kathlena’s not here !

Gay Shelah prefents me a bow! of fweet cream,
Fond Oonah requefts I'd intespret her dream ;

For faving twp lambs that fell into the brook,

Each wove me a chaplet to hang on my crook.

All mine are the meadows that round I behold,

And mine are the flocks that at fun-fet I fold,

My neighbours are cheerful, their friendfhip fincere,
Alas! all is nothing---Kathlena’s not here ;

N [Exit-into the Houfe,

Enter
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Enter Darsy.

Dar. How do you do, Father Luke ?
F. Luke: Go away Darby, you’re a rogue.
- Dar. Father Luke, confent that I fhall marry
Kathlane.
F. Luke. You marry Kathlane, you reprobate !
Dar. Give her to me, and I’ll give your rev’rence
a fheep. :
F. Luke. Oh, well, I always thought you were a
boy that woud come to good—:a fheep !—You
fhall have Kathlane—You’ve been very wicked.
Dar. Not 1, Sir.
F. Luke. What! an’c I your prieft, and know
what wickednefs is—but repent it and marry.
Dar. Yes, Sir, I'll marry and repent.it.

AIR.—F. Luke.

You know I’m your Prieft and your confcience is mine,
But ifyou grow wicked it’s not a good fign,
So leave off your raking and marry a Wife
And then my dear Darby you’re fettled for life,
Sing Ballynomona Oro,
A good merry :vedding for me.

‘It

The banns being publifh’d to Chapel we go,
The Bride and the Bride-groom in coats white as fnow,
So modeft her air and fo fheepith your look,
Yoa out with your ring and I pull out my book.
Sing, Ballynomona Oro,
A good merry wedding for me.

) ’Ithqmb .
L2 )
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I thumb out the place and I then read away,
She blufhes at love, and fhe whifpers obey,.
You take her dear-hand to have and to hold,
I fhut up my Book and I pocket your gold.
Sing Ballynomiona Oro,
The faug little Guinea for me.

v.

The neighboitrs with joy to the Bridegroom and Bride,
The piper before us, you march fide by fide,
A plentiful dinner gives nfirth to each face,
The piper plays up, myfelf I fay grace.

Sing Ballynomona Oro,

A good wedding dinner for me.

You thall have Kathlane and here the comes.
Dar. {(Bowing.) Thank you, Sir. [Both retire,

Enter KATHLANE, with a bird in a Cage.

AIR.—Katblane. -

Tap

Sweet bitd I caught thee in thy neft
And fondling plac’d thee in my breaft,
When thou wert helplefs, weak and young;’
Unﬂedﬁ:d thou couds’t not wing the air,
I cherifh’d thee with tender care,
Be grateful pay me with a fong.

--Ah what to thee are groves and fields,
The tempting gifts gay Flora yields,
[ Why pant and flutter to be free ?
Ten thoufand dangers are abroad,
Then in thy fmall, but fafe abode,
Content and cheerful fing for me.

"Thou
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®  'Thou thinks’t not of the various ills
_ The wintry blaft that often kills,
I'd fain thy little life prolong,
The ruffian Hawk prefcribes it’s date,
The leveil’d gun is charg’d with fate,
Here brave them in thy warbling fong.

Oh, Father, is Dermot within, Sir ? -
~ F. Luke. Kathlane, don’t think of Dermot.—
To her man, put your beft leg foremoft.

Dar. 1 don’t know which is my beft leg.

F. Luke. Go—(makes figns to Dar?y.)

Dar, Oh, T muft go and give her a kifs
" (kiffes hber.) He, he, he!—what fweet lips!
ke, he, h¢ l—Speak for me, Sir.

" F. Luke. Hem !—Child Kathlane—Is the theep
at? :

Dar. As bacon!

F. Luke. Child, this boy will make you a good
hufband, won’t you Darby ? '

Dar. Yes, Sir. _
~ Kath. Indeed Father Luke, I'll have nobody
but Dermot. y

F. Luke. 1 tell you child, Dermot’s an ugly
man and a bad chriftian.

Enter DErRMOT.

Dar. Yes Dermot's a bad man and an ugly
chriftian. .
F. Luke. Come here Dermot, take your mug,
you empty fellow, (throws it away) 1 am going
to marry Kathlanc here, and you muft give her
away. : ' ‘ )
Der. Give her away ! I muft have her firft, and
it was to afk your cenfent that [— '
F. Luke. ¥h, what! you marry her! no fuch
thinge-put it out of your head.
- Der.
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Der. If that’s the cafe, Father Luke, the twé
fheep that [ intended as a prefent for you, I'll
- drive to the fair to-morrow and get drunk with
the money. [Going.

F. Luks. (paufes.) Hey, two fheep! (afide.)
Come back here; it's a fin to get drunk.—Darby
if you've nothing to do, get about your bufinefs. -

Dar. Sir!

F. Luke. Dermot, Child ! Ie'nt it this evemng I
am to-marry you to Kathlane ?

Dar. Him! why lord Sir, it's me that you're
to marry to her.

F. Luke. You, you ordinary fellow !

Dar. Yes Sir, you know I'm to give you—

F. Luke. (Apart to Dermot.) Two fheep?
‘(Joud to Darby.) Youdon’t marry Kathlanc

"Dar. No! :

F. Luke. No, ’tis two to orie. againft you. So
get away Darby.

Kath. and Der. Aye, get away Darby.

F. Luke. (To Kath. and Der.) Children, I ex- .
pe&t Capt. Fitzroy at my. houfe for my niece
Norah and I'll couple you all as foon as I clap
my thumb upon matrimony.

@ ARTETTE —F. Luke, Dermot, Darby and

Katblane.
o Xath. to Der. You the point may carry
If a while you tarry.
Zo Dar. But for you

I tell you true,
No, you Pll never marry.

' Chaoy You the point, &c.
Der. ' Care our fouls difowning;
Punch our forrows drowning,
Laugh and love,

And ever prove

Joys, joys our wifhes crowmug
~ Che. Care our, &c.
) Dar,
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Dar, . To the church I’ll hand her, _
. (Offers to take ber band, fbe 1:{%&:)
Then thro’ the world I’ll wander,
P11 fob and figh
Until I die,
A poor forfaken Gander.
Cho. 'To the church, &c.

F. Luke. Each pious Prieft fince Mofes, |
. One mighty truth difclafes, ?
You’re never vext,
If this the text
Go fuddle all your nofes.

Choe Each pious, &c.
. ' - [Exeunt,

SCENE 1V,

A Gré*ve.

Enter FitTzRroY, .

Fitz. Who can this challenger be ? Some hay-
maker perhaps meet me with a reaping hook,
ha, ha, ha!. ‘

Bag. (without.) Venez ici.

Fitz. (Looking out.) Eh, my man Bagatcllc.—-
Ah, the officious puppy I fuppofe has hcard of
the affair, and is come to prevent mifchief.

Bag. (Without.) Come along Monfieur Darby.

Fitz. Darby! thc name the boy mentioned—
Tet’s fee, . : [Retires.

Enter
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Fitz.- 80 you fend challenges, you rafcal, -
(fbews letter to Darby) , :

.Dar. Me, Sir! Not I, Sir—Oh! yes, Sir, J==
No, Sir, I got it from Monfieur Bag and Tail.
(frightened) ,

" Bag. (afide) Ah diantre!

Fitz. (to Bagatelle) Had you the impudence
- to write fuch a letter as this ¢

Bag. Non, Menfieur—the Duke’s coachman.

Fitz, Coachman, firrah! L

Bag. Oui, Monfieur—I vil tell your Honor all
touchant cet affaire. Sir, I was—

Dar. Hold your jabbering—1I'll tell the whole
flory in three words. Sir, you muft know,
Pat, the foldier—No—Monfieur Bag and Tail—
was—Father Luke’s houfe—come up ftairs—
no—Norah bid him—fays Pat, fays he—(¢o
_ Bagatelle) What did he fay? Oh, fhe fhut the
door—out of the window: and befpre Pat could
—no—after—how was it ? (to Bagatelle)

"Bag. Oui, dat vas de whole affair.:

Dar, -Yes, Sir, that was the whole affair.

Fitz, Upon my word, very clearly explain’d. -

Dar. Yes, I didn’t go to fchool for nothing.

Fitz, 1 find my little Norah is the object of
_ univerfal gallantry. (afide) .

Bag. Ah, Monfieur. ,
¥ Firz. Begone, firrah; and if ever I find you
concern’d in letters of this kind-again, you get a
lettre de catchet. -

Bag. Ah malheureux! ‘ [Exst.

Dar. (calling after kim) Yes, Monfieur, you'd
better ftick to the curling-irons.-

Fitz. Yes, my friend, and you had better
ftick to your flail and fpade than meddle with
fword and piftol. None but géntlemen fhou’d

VOL. I, ° RR - have
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have privilege to murder oune another in an ho-
norable way ; but, when duelling thus defcends,
let them be aftham’d-of a pradtice,. the fatal con-
" fequences of which precludes him from hope of

mercy who dies in the commiffion of a premedi-
tated crime, and delivers the furvivor to the
fharpeft pains of remorfe. (going).

Dar. One word, Sir, if you pleafe.

Fitz. (returning) Well, my honeft friend !

Dar. Now, Sir, Kathlane’s quite loft, there’s
one thing troubles me; and I’ll leave it to you
which of the two, Dermot or I, is the prettieft
boy forit ?

Fitz. Ha, ha, ha! Stupid fcoundrel! [Ezit.
- Dar. Stupid fcoundrel! You a captain! Hal-
loo, corporall (calls after Fitzroy)

Re-enter FiTzrOY,

Fitz. (tbreatning) How! ,

Dar. (turning and calling to the otber fide) 1
fay you, corporal. [Exit Fitzroy.
" Dar. Such a {waggerer! Aye, I muft go to
town, and learn to talk to thefe people,

AIR.—Darby.

Since Kathlane has prov’d fo untrue,

Poor Darby, ah! what can you do?

No longer I'll ftay here a clown,

But fell off, and gallop to town:

I’ll drefs, and I’ll ftrut with an’air,
. ‘The barber fhall frizzle my hair.

II.

In'Dublin Ill cut a great dafh;
: - But how for to compafs the cath? .
) At
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At gaming, perhaps. I may win,

Wiﬁx cards I can take the flatsin:

Or, trundle falfe dice, and they’re nick'd ;
If found out, I fhall only be kick’d.

IITL.

“Bat, firft, for to get a great name
A duel eftablith my fame; ;
To my man then a challenge I’ll write,
But, firft, I’ll take care he won’t fight :
We'll fwear not to part *till we fall, :
Then fhoot with our powder, and---the devil 4 ball,

 [Exiz.

——

SCENE V; and laff.

Infide of FATHER Luke’s Houfe.

F. Luke. (within) Aye, I'll teach you to run
after foldiers. !
Nor. (within) Dear, Sir!

7 .

Enter FaTuer LUkE and NoRAH.

F. Luke. Come along. If you won’t have
Captain Fitzroy vou go to Boulogne. Pat, the
foldier, indeed ! ,I'll fend you to a convent—I .
will by my funcion.

Nor. Sir, I am contented. :

. I. Luke. Contented! Very fine, So you put
me into a paffion, and now you’re contented.
Go—get in there, Mrs. Knapfack, (puts ber in,
and locks the door) (taps at the door with the key)
confent to mariry Captain Fitzroy, or there you
ftay ’till I thip you for France.

AR 3 ~ Enter
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Enter FiTzROYS

Fitz. Eh, Father Luke! Who’s going to
France?

F. Luke. Only a young lady here within; Sir,
that’s a little refraétory. She won’t marry you,
Sir. :

Fitz. Refufe my hand! Well, that I did not
expet. Burdo you refign her to me, Sir?

F. Luke. There, with that key, I deliver up
my aathority. (gives key) And now, if I can
- find Mr. Patrick, her foldier, he goes to the
county gaol for a vagabond. A jade! to lofe
the opportunity of making herfelf a lady, and
me a bithop. [Exit.
 Fitz. Oh! here is her foldier. Now, ¢ I

muft feem cruel only to be kind,” -

Enter PaTRICE.

Pat. Well, Sir, by your advice I have vene
tuwr’d here, likea fpy, into the enemy’s camp.

Fitz. (flernly) Pray, my friend, were you eyer
brought to the halberts ?

Pat. Sir! o . g
. Fuz. How came you abfent from your regi-
ment? have you a furlough? - '

Pat. (confus’d) Not about me, Sir.

Fitz. 1 have the honor to bear the King’s
commiffion, and am oblig’d to take you up for
a deferter. '

Pat. Sir, it was a reliance on your honor and
good nature that trapann’d me here; therefore,
1 hope you won’t exert an authority which I had
no fufpicion, 3t that time, you had a right tIo: :

’ ‘2113
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Fitz: No talk, Sir; it was for the good of the
fervice I trapanp’d you hither, as you call it.
I've a proper perfon prepar'd here, into whofe

cuftody I fhall deliver you unlocks the door)

. Pat, What a cruel piece of treachery! (afide)

Fitz. (prefenting Norab) Since you rejett me,
madam, here’s one that will know how to deal
with you. .

Nor. My Patrick !

Pat. Oh, Norah! if this is real, let’s kneel
and thaok our benefaétor. )
- Fitz. No, Patrick, you were my deliverer;
I am that very oﬂicer whofe life you fav’d at
‘Beatti’s Ford, and the identical Captain Fitz.
roy who wou'd have depriv'd you of a treafure I
now deliver to you with joy, as the reward of
your generofity, valour, and conﬁancy

F. Luke, (without) No, I can’t find the run-
away-rafcal. -

Pat. Your uncle!

" -Nor. Oh, heavens!

Fitz. Don’t be alarm’d,

Enter FaTner LUKE, DBRMOT, Darey, and
KATHLANE.

F. Luke. What’s here! Patrick! Dermot and
Darby, " lay hold of him.

Der. Not 1. A

Dar. I'm no conftable. . »

- [. Luke. 1 fay take him. The ferjeant fhall
lay hold of him.

Dar. Why, Sir, the white ferjeant has laid
hold of him.

Fitz. Dear Sir, don’t be fo violent -againft a
young man tha.t you’ll prefently marry to your
nicce. . .

F, Luke.
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F. Luke. Me!

Fitz. Don’t'you wifh to be a bifhop?

F. Luke. A fine road to bring a foot foldier
into my family; then a halbert muft be my
crofier, and my mitre a grenadiers cap, a common
foldier indeed !

-Fitz. He’s no longer o, I have a commiffion to
difpofe of, and I cannot fer a higher value on it,
than by bcﬂ:owmg it on one fo worthy.

F. Luke. An officer ! Oh, that’s anotbcr _thing.

Dar. Patan officer ! I'll lift to-morrow in fpite
of the black patch.

Pat. Sir, tho' it’s a vain attempt, my fweet
Norah and I fhall endeavour to deferve your
patronage and goodnefs.

Katk. (to Norah:) My dear Norah I with you

oy.
) “Dar. (apart to Kathlane) How dare you make
-{o free with an officer’s lady ?

__F. Luke. But Captain, why do you give up my
Niece?

Fitz, Sir, the Captain thought himfelf unworthy
(S>f 1l‘;cr, when. he found fuperior merit in the poor

oldier.

FINALE. -
Fitxe  More true felicity I fhall find
When thofe are join’d, (2 Pat. and Ner.)
By fortune kind ;
How pleafing to me,
So happy to %e
Such ment and virtue united.
Nor. No future forrows can grieve us,
If you will pleafe to forgive us;
To each kind fnen§
We lowly bend, (mrg/z'e:)
Your pardon-- with joy we're delighted,
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With my commiffion, yet dearett life,
My charming wife, .
When drum and fife

€hall beat up to arms,
The plunder your charms,

In love your poor foldier you’ll find me.

Love my petition has granted,

I get the dear lad that I wanted,

Lefs pleas’d with a duke,
When good Father Luke-

To my own little Dermot has join’d me.

You imkpudent huffey, a pretty rate
Of love you prate, ,
But hark ye, Kate, ¢

Your dear little lad
Will find that his pad

Has got a nice---kick in her gallop.

Now, Darby, upon my falvation,

You merit excommunication, 3
In love but agree,

And fhortly you’ll fee

In marriage P’ll {foon tie you all up,

The devil a bit o’me cares a bean,
For neat and clean
We’ll both be feen,

Myfelf and my lafs
Next Sunday at mafs,

And there we’]l be coupled for ever.

The laurel I’ve won in the field, Sirs,

Yet now in a garden1 yield, Sirs,

Nor think it a fhame
Your mercy to claim,
Your mercy’s my {word and my fhield, Sirs.

THE END.

3tx
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ACT LI

SCENE L
MRgs. CamoMILE’s Houfe.

. Enter Mrs. CAMOMILE and BETTY.

"MRs. CAMOMILE.

BETTY any body here; fince?

Bet. No, Madam, but heres a ftrange Scr..
vant.
Mrs. Cam. True, Mrs. Cockletop defired me.
as I pafled along Charing-Crofs, to enquire for
one for her at the Regifter-oftice.—Ha, ha, ha !
She’s too fine a lady to look after thefe things
herfelf,

Bet. Walk up,. young man, [ Exit Betty:
$52 En/er
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Enter JorY.

Foey. Sarvant. (nods) -

. Mrs. Cam. Quite a ruftic! How long have
you been in Town ?

Foey Our Town ?

Mrs. Cam. London.

e Foey. 1thought as how you meant our Town,
’ 1 com’d from Yerkfop, in the county of Nors
folk, to get a place,

Mrs. Cam. Your name?

Foey. What of it ?

Mrs, Cam. What is it ?

Foey. Oh, my name is Joey ; but velks call’d
me Mr. Joey all the way up, thof I com’d upon
the Coach roof; for as it’s near Chriftmas time,
all the infide paflengers were Turkeys. I quita
ted our village in a huff with one Nan lgolli-
day, my fweetheart ; caufe why, fhe got jealous
and faucy given.

Mrs, Cam. Thé wages that this Lady gives ta
her footboy, are eight Guineas a year.

Joey. Guineas! that wo’n’t do I muft- have
eight Pounds, ” .

' Mrs, Cam, Well, if you infift upon pounds,
ha, ha, ha! ' .

Joey. Oh, I'm hired. (lays bis hat and fiick on
the table) .

Mrs. Cam. You can give and take a meffage ?

Joey. Yes, fure. ) :

4 (4 loud Knocking without.)
.Mrs: Cam, Then let’sfee? Run.
Joey. Where? —
Mrs. Cam. To the door, you blockhead,
Foey. (goes to the room door and flands) Well, §
be’s at the door—~What now ? - :
| M.
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Myrs. Cam. Open the Street door.

Foey. Oh! (going) Here comes a Lady.

Mrs. Cam. Come up when you hear the bell

Foey. Thefe gentlefolks don’t moind what trou~
ble they give a poor zarvant man, -[Exst,

Mrs. Cam. Belinda!

Enter BELINDA., -

Bel. My dear friend ! I've quitted Southamp-
ton Boardiag-fchool, without leave tho’.

Mrs. Cam. My fweet girl, I'm very glad to

fee you ; but is this a prudent ftep ? '
" Bel. To be fure, when I was kept there fo long
againfl my will, by my aunt, -

Mrs. Cam. Ah Belinda, confefs the truth:
wasn’t it to fee your uncle’s nephew Frank,
that vou have fcamper’d up to town?

Bel. Ha, ha, ha!?Pon my honor, you’re a witch:
but fuppofe fo, why not? you and [ were fchool- -
fellows t’other day, yet, here you’re married :
but, apropos, how is your hufband?

Mrs. Cam. The Dotor is well.

Bel. You're already happy with the’ man yoq
love, while I’'m kept at a boarding-{chools when
I am able, even to teach my dancing-mafter.,

Mers, Cam. Why, my dear Belinda, fince your
laft letter, I've been planning fchemes, how to
make you happy with the man you love,

Bel. My good creature, do tell me?

Mprs. Cam. You know if your uncle Mr. Cock-
letop’s tooth but aches, he tancies he'll die di-
rectly, if he hasn’t my hufband Dr. Camomile’s
advice ; he’s the grand oracle of his health, the
Barometer and Thermometer of his animal fyf-
tecm., Now, as the Dofor is at Winchefter on

a vifie

-



318 MODERN ANTIQUES;

a vifit to'fome of his College chums, and w’on’,
leave his good orthodox bottle of Old Port to
vifit him here in London; he fhall vifit the Doc-
tor at Winchefter, if we can but get your Uncle
to leave town, on that hangs my grand fcheme
for the eftablithment of you and Frank,—Your
Aunt’s maid Mrs. Flounce, and Mr. Napkin the
" butler, are my confederates. ~
Bel. Oh, charming! but I muft know it tho’,

Enter JoEx, (fiands fome time).

Foey. Well?

Bel. And well.

_foey. ’'m com’d up as you bid me.

Mrs. Cam. But you fhou’dn’t have come ’till
you heard the bell.

Joey, And, wounds! it's wringing yender
enough to pull the Church-fteeple down.

' Mrs. Cam. and Bel, Ha, ha, ha!

Mrs. Cam. Joey, carry thofe to- your new
mafter’s. (fo Belinda) Plants and fimples, cull’d
for him by the Dottor, your uncle will now be
a Botarift, as well as an Antiquarian. (Foey fakes
up the fack)

Bel. Ha, ha, ha! But my tonifh aunt’s new
fangled rage for private Theatricals are to the
full, as unaccountably ridiculous as my crazy
uncle’s paflion for mufty antiquities. -

Mys. Cam. Well Belinda, 'm going there di-
rettly on your affairs, .

Bel, My kind friend !

Mrs. Cam. Call a coach. (Joey takes bis fick,

“and puts on Belinda’s hat) Ha, ha, ha! why,
you’ve put on the Lady’s hat, : "

oy,
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- Foey. (Takes it off, then compares them,) One
wou’d think the Lady had put on mine,

_ [Exeunt Mrs, Camomile and Belinda.
Your London Ladies are fo manified with their
fwich rantans, and their coats, and their waift-
coats, and watch-chain bobbities, and their tip-
top hats, and their cauliflow’r cravats, that,
écod, no mark of their being women, but the
Petticoat. [Exit..

SCENE 1II.
MRgs. COCKLETOP’S Dreffing Room.

Mrs. Cockreror difcovered at ber Tuilet,
' Frounck attending.

Mrs. Coc. What a ftrange incident, my marry-
mg this old Mr. Cockletop! Pon my honor,
were I fingle, I’d have the moft beautiful Theatre
in my houfe, and his nephew Frank fhould be
the manager—of late he looks at nie in a very
particular manner ; I can fcarce think it poffible
for thofe features to firike him with admiration.
(looking in the glafs) .

Flounce. Ma’m thofe features muft firike every
body with admiration. (looking at berfelf in the
glafs over Mrs. Cockletop’s fhoulder) ‘

Mrs. Coc. You flatter them. |
- Flounce. Not in the leaft, Ma’am ; but what
ﬁg_niﬁes your beauty, or my fkill in fetting it
off, my mafter, fince he’s turn’d his brain—

: © M.



320 MODERN ANTIQUES;

Mrs. Coc. Ay, fince my hufband has coifis
menced antiquarian, with his curiofities.

Flounce. Foreign cockle-fhells, mouldy far-
things, and all his old fathion’d trumpertes, I
dare fay he’d’ fell you for the wing of a but-

ter;.z. .
s. Coc. Flounce, T'll take you to fee Lear
to-morrow night at Lord Rantum’s private
Theatre.
" Flounce, Thankye Ma’am. But Mifs Topits
maid told me, all of them except your Ladyfhip,
~made a ftrange piece of bungling work of thet
play there latt Wednefday. '
Mprs. Coc. Work ! Oh heavens! 1f Shakefpeare
could have taken a peep at them, ha, ha, hal—
Romeo and Juliet the play—a hot difpute arofe
on the text—Mrs. Melpomene infifiing an error
o’the prefsin, ¢ Julietis the fun,” for, fays the,
(mimicking) * Isn’t Juliet a woman’s name "> Cer-
tainly replies Sir Colly Comment. (mimicking)
“ And is’st Romeo talking to this very young
lady in the balcony #”’— Moft certain, mem, << Ob, -
oh, then, certainly (fays fhe) the poet meant
% Inftead of Juliet is the fon, that Romeo fhould
fay, itisthe Eaft, and Juliet is the daughter”—
Ha, ha, ha! then the Romeo and Paris. were
real rivals for the love of——I was the Juliet—
you know Flounce, how I look’d when I left
my toiet here.
- Flounce. Charming! I don’t wonder if they fit -
about you. »
Mprs. Coc. Flounce, you're near it—for in the
tomb fcene, Romeo, 1nitead of a foil, (ufual in
thofe cafes) whips out a fword on the noble
County Paris, who fuppofing malice prepence,
prudently before a lunge cou’d be made at him,
lays

-
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Yays himfelf down, kicks up his heels, and—
Oh'! dies very decently.—Romeo full of remorfe,
looking over the breathlefs body, and going on
with his fpeech in the author’s words, fays—'
¢ Who have we here? The noble County Paris !
< one writ with me in four misfortune’s book,
¢ give me thy hand.” (mimicking) The good
naturd Count, eager to make up all animofity
on the very word, from the dead, up went the
hand, meecting Romeo’s with a cordial fhake.
In the confufion of laugh, occafioned by this
kind condu@&, the hero, on breaking open the
tomb, totally forgot what he had to fay next, in
vain the prompter whifpers the word ; poor Juliet
might have lhin in Capulet’s monument ’till
Doom{day—At length impatient, (for’t got mon-
firous cold) I foftly bid him: ¢ Speak, why
don’t you fpeak ? Ha, ha, ha! He taking it for
what he thou’d fay, with all the furor of dif-
tracted love, burits out. ¢ Speak, fpeak, Oh!
why don’t you fpeak,” ha, ha, ha! (looks in the
. glafs) Flounce, can I in complexion compare
with my niece Belinda. i .
Flounce: Can a datfh of cold water compare to
almond pafte, and milk of rofes. :

Enter JOEY witbl the fack, throws it on the Toilet.
- Joey. My firft piece of farvice in may new place:
Mrs. Coc. Ah! (fereams) Em‘h

Enter _COCKLETOvaftb a fmall feroll of Parchment.

(anfri{y) Aftonithing, Mr. Coékletob, you won’t

cven let me have my drefling-room to myfelf.
VOL. L TT Coce
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" Coc. Oh, Mrs. Cockletop what a prize! 1
have bought one of the long-loft books of Livy,
a manufcript fo capifglly illegible, that no
man on the globe can diftinguifh or read a let-
-ter of it.—Let’s fee what change he has given
me. (reckoning money) -
Flounce. Full of fnails. (flinging tbe plants
off the table, knocks the money out of Cockletop’s
band.) [ Exit.
" Coc.’ The botanical plants from Doéor Camo-
mile! carefully pick them up, every leaf has the
virtue,——— '

Enter FRaNK in a riding drefs.

Frank.” Will they heal my wounded pocket ? ;
(picks up the money) ' E
Coc. Eh} what, you- lizard! (saking the money
Jrom bim) The valuable fimples—— : :

Mrs. Coc. Do, my dear, lét poor Frank have
a little money. .
- Coc. From which Pd have diftill’'d aqua mira-
bilis. (gathers the leaves) : ‘
Frank. Your generofity would be—
Coc. So rare !— - S
Mers. Coer Confider; your nephew making an
appearance equal to other young gentlemen s a
credit to you, as you’re known to be—
- Cec. A curiofity ! S
 Mrs. Coc. Give him a few guineas. -
Coc. Penny-royal—P'lIl give him—-a colt's
foot. . (picking up the leaves) A
Mrs. Coc. Belides often antiques may fall ia
his way. (winks at Frank) :
Frank. Ay, if I'want to buy cutious medals,
camios or intaglios for you— = |
C . - T Coc,
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» Coc. What, would you buy antiques for me,
my good antelope ?

Frank. 1 was offer’d a fine old moth eaten
Hemings and Condél folio of Shakefpeare t’other
day for fourteen and nine pence.

Coc. What? no, matter, could you have it
for nine pence? Buy it, here’s a fhilling, and
keep the change. : )

Frank. Ay, Sir, a few guineas could never
come in better time, as Pm juft whip and fpur
you fee, hey! fpank to Southampton. ,

‘Mrs. Coc. (alarm'd) Pray, Frank, what bufi,
nefs have you there ?

-Frank, What, but to fee my lovely coufin. -

Coc. Eh! (putsup the money)

Mrs. Coc. Oh! is that your bufinefs ?

Coc. May be, you like—

_ Mrs. Coc. Ay, do you admire miy niece ?

Frank. Admire? 1 love her to diftra&tion.

Coc. Tke fweet girl T doat on myfelf. (afdr)
. Getout of my houfe you locuft.
 Mrs. Cec. Love her, after all my fond hints to
him ! (afide) Oh, Sir, I remember rehearfing
Imogen with you t’other night, when I was to
have fainted in your arms.——

Coc. Ay, you villain, you ftept afide, and let
my poor wife tumble down, and knock her fine
head againft the brafs fender———Take a double
hop out of your two boots, youjackdaw, how dare
you ftand before your aunt, with a horfewhip
-in your hand ? " Do you want to bring her grey

hairs with forrow to the grave? :

Mrs. Coc. Grey hairs.

_Enter FLOUNCE.

Flounce. Ma’am ! Mrs. Cammomile. :
: T 8 My,
4
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Mrs. Coc. Sir, command your nephew to think,
no more of my niece.—Love another—You an
amateur !—Stand from the entrance.

S [Exit in a paffson, and Flounce.

Frank. Why, my dear uncle, you are really a
good natur’d old lad; but for this nonfenfical
paflion for antiquities, in which you’ve ng more¢
. judgment than my boot.—

Coc. What’s that?

Frank. Did'nt you t’other day, give ten pounds
for a model of Trajan’s pillar, which turn’d out
to be a brafs candleftick ? '

Coc. No.

Frank. Had'nt youa fervant-maid dragg’d be-
fore a juftice for fecreting three hundred and fifty
filver fpoons, which you {wore were fhut up in
a cherry ftone. '

Coc. No.

Frank. You woud’nt let my aunt go to a peor
living aftor’s benefit, yet gave half a guinea for
Rofcius’s eye lath, which proved to be taken
from the corps of a cobler in Cripplegate.—

Coc. *Tis nofuch thing. o

Frank. Didn’t you give twenty pounds for the
firft plate ever Hogarth engraved, tho> it was

- only a pint porter pot from the Barley Mow?

Coc. No.

Frank. Did’nt you throw a lobfter in the fire,
{wearing it was a Salamander ? .

Coc. No. ‘ o

Frank. When my aunt broke her tortoifefhell
comb, you carefully pick’d up every tooth,
fhewing them about for the quills of a porcupine.

Coc. 1 did not firrah.

Frank. Hearing me whiftle < the larks fhrill
notes” from the next room, you attempted to
perfuade the company, ‘twas a humming bir'dé

' Oke

\
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Coc. Ay, but that was all when I was fick.—
In bodily health my mind is bright and polith’d ;
but you moft audacious dromedary ! traduce my
fkill in antiques !—Hark'y, when you can prove
to me that it’s poflible I can be impofed upon
in antiquities, that is, if I am in health, - 1
confent to give you Belinda; here’s my hand
on it.—Begone, your face is as odious to me as a
new copper penny. [Exit.

Enter Hearty, calling after CockLETOP.

Hearty. Sir, Here’s the receipt—

Frank. Ay, Hearty, yoa’re my uncle’s Stews
ard, receiver of his cath, and yet——do, give
me a few guineas, cheat him a littte my honeft
fellow. :

Hearty.. Mufn’t,
 Frank. Plague of the money, I want it.—Yel-
terday met a parcel of lads in the Park—a party
" propofed for a bafon of turtle at the Spring Gar-
den—I was oblig’d to— good bye”—afked to -
dinner at Mr. Nabob's, Harley Street, fo, as I
dreaded cards in the evening, fneak’d off without
my hat, ’caufe I hadn’t half a crown to releafe
it from the butler.—Then my friend, Jack Fro-
lick, the player, franck’d me into Covent Garden ;
_fat down in the upper boxes between Mifs Frump,
and Mrs. Rollabout, when the curft orange wo-
man thrufts her bafket, with ¢ {weet gentleman,
treat the ladies.”—I was obliged to clap my
hand upon my pocket, with my purfe gone!
’Pon honor, no entring a public place for
thefe light finger’d gentry.”—Coming home
yefterday, cavght in afoaking thower.—* Your

' honor,
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honor, coach unhir’d.” In I jumps,  not re«
colle&ting his difmal Lonor had’nt a fthilling
to pay for it, fo, as the fellow clapt to one door;
out I pops at t’other; but then I got mob’d by
the waterman, and broke my fhins over a poft
running away from the link-boy.

Hearty, Why, Frank, I'll len¢ you my own
‘money with all my heart,——

Frank. No, before I ftrip you of what you
may yet want to cherith your old age, I'll perith.
—Yet, this is my Belinda’s birth day— By heaven
I will wifh, ay, and give her joy, tho’ I foot it
every mile to Southampton, and dine on water
creffes by a ditch fide. [Exit.

Hearty. 8pirited lad! But I hope by means
‘of my letter, I fhall be able to aflit him—tho’
I thought his uncle too abfurd to tell him, yet
its ftrange what a paflion I've got myfelf, for
fithing up thofe odd fort of rarities. - I'll fell my
‘old mafter the fmall colletion I've made; but
as his knowing them to be mine may leffen their
value in his opinion; this letter roufes his de-
fire to buy them, and then if I can but make
him believe I’'m fome traveller that has brought
them from Italy, or ‘

Enter Joxy ina Livery.

“You’re the new footman ?

JFoey. Yes, I be’s. I've put’non my livery.

Hearty. Here’s aletter was left for your mafler,
You'll give it to him directly.

' [ gives letter and Exit.

Foey. So, I muft give this ﬁ:tter too !—They’r
refolv’d in London, to keep no cats that wort
catch mice. o

Enler
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Enter Nax with a broo)n, Jfinging.

Nan. (begins to fweep) < A farvice in London
is no fuch difgrace.” .

Foey. Isn’t that——

Nan. Why, Joey ! ( furpriz’d) '
Foey. Nan, lord, lord, how glad I be’s to fee
thee.’ (they embrace) :

Nan. But what brings you here ; and in this
fine lac’d coat.

Joey. Why, I be fix’d here for a farvant man.
" Nan. Zurn! Lord, how comacle! and I hired
here to-day as maid.

Foey. Hills and mountains will meet—Oh dear!
Oh dear !

Nan. bm now fent in here by Mrs. Flounce
to do up Lady’s drefling-room, that it feems
fome clumfy booby has thrown leaves aboutn.

Foey. I’'m not a booby, Nan, I find you're ag -
faucy tongu’d as ever.

Nan. Ohlaw, wasit you, Joey? Iafk pardon;’

. Joey. *Twas all along of your croflnefs I com’d
up to London. "

Nan. And ’twas your falfe heartednefs that
drove me to feck my bread here.

Joey. Well, fince good luck has brought us
into one houfe, we’ll never quarrel, nor be un-
kind no more.

Nan. Nor I never more will be jealous—Oh,
Oh'! you’ve had this letterfrom Poll Primrofe—
Ah! you deccitful—( fratches Hearty's letter from
Foey's waificoat pocket, breaks it open, and reads)
¢ Sir, encourag’d —

j'oe_y The devil, do you fee what yowve

done
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done, this letter was for Mcaiter—'-lf_‘l‘ havn't a
moind—— . .

Nan. Why, Joey, dont be anqry— ‘The firft
letter I get for my Lady, you fhall ope for me,
that you | fhall—* And better my fortune as other.
girls do.” [ Exit finging.

[7 y. Egad ! you've fpoil'd my fortune | What
will become of me ! Before I've time to fit down
in my new place, 1 fhall get kick’d out on’t.

Enter FrRaNk. s a

Frank. Eh! where’s Heéarty ? ' '
(Foey. drops the lester, Frank picks it up and 100&.: at

the fuperfeription.)
. For my uncle ?

Foey. (confufed) Yes, Sir; I got it to give himy

Frank. But how came it opend ?

Joey. 1t’s open’d.

Frank. 1{ee it is.—Do you know, that open<
ing another man’s letter is tranfportation.

Yoey. Isit? then Pll take the blame upon my-
felf rather than Nan be punifhed. (a/ide) *Twas I
brokeit open, Sir—but I meant ooly to—to—
break it open—all accident (trembling)

Frank. ‘This promifes fomething. (perufing)
Well, keep your own fecret, and I’ll bring you
out'of this fcrape. -

- " Foey. Do, Sir, do. '

Fraik, Any paper here. ( _fits down, writes, as
copying the opened letter ; reads) < Sir, Encouraged
by your charater, I ﬂlall in perfon, to-morrow,
offer to you for fale fome antique rarities,»—My
- old conceited uncle has engaged to give me Be-
linda, when I can prove that it’s poffible to- im-
pofc on him-in ahtiquities—This may do it, and
o bring
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bring me a coavenient fum belides—for with all
the ridiculous enthufiafm of a Virtuofo, my Uncle
has fmall reading, no tafte; but 4 plentiful ftock
- of credulity. (writes) '
© Cocs (without) Joey ! ‘

o2y. Waunds ! that’s Mdfter.
rank. (Haftily feals and Juperfcribes the letter
bé bad written.)  There, ftand to it foutly; that’s
the very one you._receiv'd. (Gives it.) = B
~ Foey. A thoufand thanks, kind fir:
* Frank. Oh, but I fhall want a difguife (4/ide.)
You puton your livery fince you ¢ame; where are
your own cloaths ? _
. Joep. In the Butler’s pantry. -
Frank. Quick, go give that létter, (Puts bim off)
Ha, ha, ha! Yes uacle, if you’ve cafh to buy -
antiquities, I'm a ftupid fellow indeed if I can’t
find fome to fell you, and if I fucceed, hey, for
Southdmpton with the triurnphant news$ to Belinda.
' o [Exity

SCENE 1II. .
| Cockletop’s Study, = _
" Enter CockLETOP, perufing the letier, and Jozy.

.. Joey. Yes, fir, I was defired to give it you--a
if he fhould find out that Nan broke open t’other
---Indeed,- fir; that’s the very letter it was
_never opened.. : . L

Coc. . The things this learned man mentions

hére; are really very curious. » .
. Joey. Sir, here be Mr. Napkin the Butler
<oming, : :

voL. 1, vvu Enter
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T - Enger. NAP&I,N. -

Ngp. Sir, a man wants you tbere bclow. .
Coc. Then fir, doyou fch him up] here abgug,

 (Perufes.)

Nap. Eh! what are you zdlm h:rc’ Cqmc,
come, 1’ll thew you the bufinefs of a Footman---
you muft toaft the muffing for mine and Mis.
¥lounce’s breakfaft.

Foey. 1 woll, fir, and broil a beef-ftegk for, my
own. . [Exis Napkip ond Joey.

‘Coc. Only that my ‘brain is for ever running op
my wife’s charming Niece Belinda, (Qh ove
her ! T like every thing old except Gir, and
Gumeas)--—l thou’d eertainly be a fecond, Sir
Hapn’s Sloane.--1’d be a Solander anda ‘Monmomk
Gcoﬁery ! Now, who’s this ? N

Enter FRANK in Joey’ s fr 78 Cloathy, w:tb y: [mll
Hamper. ,
Frank. (afide) 1f my Unclc knowS’ me no,;v, he
muft have good fpe&acles. Meafter told r me, ‘as
he told you in letter, he’d £al] on you to- morrow
with fome rarities fir. (s broad country dialeft) =
Coc. Oh, then, you belong to the gentlcman

~who fcnt me thts iettex ? Where does your maﬁcr

live?

Frank. At Brentford but Ibe’s from Taunton
Pean; and as’} was coming to town, to day, he
thought I might as well drop them here if you'll
‘buy them. Thefe be they. (fewing bamper) .

Coc. Oh, what, he’s fent you with the thmgl
that are mentioned hére. (Zo the letter.)

Frank. 1 warrant them all woundy rlcb,

" gave me fuch « firict charge about ’em.

Ces.

‘e

RS
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- Coc. Rich! ah; thefe fordid fouls can’t conceive
that the moft extream delight to the eve of an
Antiquarian, is beautiful brown ruft, ard heavenly
verdigreafe ! Let’s fee, (eads.) ¢ The firtisa
Neptune’s Trident from the Barbarini Gallery.”
: Frank. That’s it:  (feews a toafting-fork.)
"Coc. (Reads.) * One of Nioebes tears pres
#ri’d in fpirits.” : T
- Frank. That. - (Produces & fmall phial.) -

Coc. Curious. (afide.) ¢ A piece of Houfe-
hold Furniture from the ruins of Heérculantum,
comptifing the genuine fe€tion of the Efcurial.”
Precious indeed. (‘afrde.) Section of the Efcurial |
Ay, then it muft be in the thape of—(Frank fhews
a gridiron.) Wonderful! (Reads.)! ¢ The cap of
William Tell, the celebrated Swifs Patriot; worn
when he fhot the apple off his fon’s head.”

Frank, T've forgot to bring any thing cven like
that,—What fhall I do? (afde) I warrant it .
be’s here, fir. '

Coc, 1 hope it is; for I will not buy one with-
outall.

Frank. Then all you fhall have (‘afide.) Pretends
to0 look in the Hamper. Picks up Cockletop’s hat and
with a penkrife cuts off the érim.)  That’s it
mayhap. (Gives the crown)

Coc. Great! This is indeed the Cap of Liberty.
(Pauts it on his bead and reads.) < Half a yard of
~ ¢ cloth from Otaheite, being a part of the mantle
« of Queen Oberea, prefented by her to Captain
+ $¢ Cooky”-

Frank, Zounds, T was in fuch a hurry to get to
work, that Iv’e forgat half my tools. (afide)

Coc, Where's the cloth from Otaheite ?

Frank, ¥ dare fay it's here (Feels the coat be
has on.) No, mufn’c hore poor Joey, Eh! (Cuts
a large picce off the Skirt of Cockletop’s ¢oat while
‘ ' ‘ v 2 -be

>
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beis admiring . the things,) Behka that’s ity
. [ Géves i,

Coc. Indeed! What wondcrful ﬁ)ft texture!
We'ye. no fuch cloth in England.—This. m.uit
have been the Fleece.of a very fine theep.

Frank. Ay, taken from the back of an old
ﬁupxd ram.

Coc. Speak of what’ you underftand, you clowq, '
much talk may begray litcle: knowledgc.—-(;ut
your . coat accordmg to your cleth. _

Frank. Yes, fir, 1 cut your coat accordmg m
your cloth.—I mu}t fix him in his opinion now,
with a little fineffe (gfide.) Mafter to expaét ﬁfty
pounds for this balderdafh.

Coe. Here’s the Money. Y

Frank.. No, no; if he even thought yoy fuch 2
fool to ngc 1t, he muft be 3 rogue ro take. it, but
he tha’n’t make me a party, I'll let him know. I’'m
an . honc[t man. ——Dum me if I don’t throw them
in the kennel and qmt his farvice. (Gomg totqu
them.)

Coc. . (Haftily) Leave them there, and take
the maney.to your mafter, or I’ll make him fend
you to .the devil, you thick{kull’d Buffalo,
(Taking out a pa:ket book )

Frank. Not a penny of it will I touchy

Enter NAPKIN’

Nap. Sir, here’s the Gentleman that fent you a -
letter about calling on you to morrow.
" Coe. This muft be your mafter. (to Frank)

Frank. Now I’m in a fine way.

Coc. I'll tell him of your ralcality. Shew the
gentleman up. [Exit. Napkin.

Frank, Don’t tell hxmv-—don’t get a poor man
‘turn’d -
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gurn’d out of “bread—Quick, gwa me the moncy,
and I'll take it to him myfelf.
‘Cos. No, no, D’ll give it to him. . '
. .Frank. Plague of my. finefle, that I coud
takc the money when I might,
N i ’

. E_nt:r’ HearTLy, (difguifed) with a /Zégreen cafe.

' Hearty. Eh! my old mafter {eems difguifed as
well as [—The fooner I get the money the better
for poor Frank’s fake. (afide) -

- Coc. Sir! (Bows)

v Hcarty Sir.! (Bowing)

Coc. You've been in Italy, ﬁr?

- Hearty. 1 have (In an affumed voice)

. Frank. 1 wifh you'd ftaid there. (afide)

- Hearty. Not to intrude upon your' timé, we’ll
procecd to bufinefs.

-Coc.- Oh, Ke’s in a'hurry for his money. (gfide)
No delsy on my fide, fir," for I offered the, cafh
half a dozen times.

Hearty. Sir, it was time enough for you to oﬂ'cr
me paymert when you received the articles.

-Coe¢. 1 don't fay I offer’d it to'you yoarfelf

Hearty. To who then, fir 2

+ Coc¢c., To Taunton Dean.

Hearty. I underftand you faxd s=but I aflg
pardon—you’ll pleafe to look at, and if you ap-
prove of them.—

Coc. Oh, yes, 1 approvc, tho” certain peop]e
that eat your bread, feem to think that you'rc a
- rogue, ard I'ma fool.

" Frank. Ttien fir, you will ruin me ! (apart)
- Coe. Yes, I will fir. (apart)
Hearty ’'m a rogue | ! lure he don’t know me ?

afide.
(& ) Heorty.
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. Hearly. I fatter myfclf fir, w‘heh you fde the
, amcles—-

Coc. 1 have feen them '

Hearty.- Pardon: me, fir, but 1 think not, wﬁerc'
how ?

Coc. Why, with my eyes 3 how the dcnl elfc

 fhou'd I fee them.

Frask. ’ve a mind to knock both thelr w:fé
heads together and fhatch the money. (afide)

~ Coc. Willyou difpofe of thefe or net ? (poinsing
20 Franks articles)

Hezarty, Sir! '

Coc. And, Sir! the devil didh’t you come
here to fell me rarities ? (in a great paffion)

_ Hearty. Yes; fir; and will if you will .buy
them.

Coc. Ttell you I do, and have bought them.

Hearty. Have!

Coc. Oh, he repents offeting them fo chezp,
but Ill cleach the ‘bargain.—Here's the fifty
pounds, tell your mafter you took it Before he
came in. (apart fo Frank, giving bit @ note)

Frank. Yes. (goes towards door)

Cos. Hey} ftop, wb’n’t you give it ‘to ybur
mafter ?

Frank. I’'m gomg to give it hxm dnre&ly, Sir,
€going)

Cor. But, zounds! What's ‘all this? You'll
give it him dire@ly ! Yet, you ftalk by him as if
he was only an old wig-block.

Frank. Statk by—~Who’s a wng—block er L

Coc. Your mafier here, -

Frank, That my mafter—no.

Coc. Eh! Isn’t this your fervant ?

Hearty. No, 8ir. - - o L

Coc. Dxdn t you write me this letter ?

- , , (fbewing it)

Hearty,
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. Hegrty, Wo, $ir. -~ . o s
Coe. What, not about the Antiquities? .. = -
Hearty. About the Antiquities? Qh, Yes, Sir,

. Gog. Yes, Sir; no, Sir; carry your prevaricat=

ing pate down ftairs, Sir. S

. :Fragk. This muft be an Impoftor. (apart to

Cuckletop) You're too late for after-grafs, for my

mafter has already humed this old fool.

Cor. Old fool ! Get yon out of my houfe you
fcoundrel,” @r——w—(takes dewn 4 blunderbufs)

o . {Exit Frank.

Offer to open your juggling-box here, and T'll

blaw yau to Brentford, you dog, I will. (pre-

Jents) , [Exit Hearty.

Enter Mgs.- CamoMILE, and st."Cocxx'.ETdr;
: . they both feream. . ‘

"Mrs. Cam. Heavens, Mr. Cockletop, will you
kill us? ~ '

. Mrs. Coc, Lord, what’s on your head? - -
" Gog. The Cap of Liberty—Oh, the foper-beaus
tiful purchafe I have juft made! Such a charm-
ing addition to my little curious' colle&tion !
Mirs. Camemile you've tafte, I'll give you 3 treat
«==I'll thew her all. (afide) S

Mrs. Coe, (feeing the things that Frank bad left)

Heavens! who has done this? -

Enter FLouNCE.

Here, take thefe, and fling them——— :
Cee.. Lay your fingers on them, and P'll—Stra-
bo, Campden, and Bifhop Pocock—Madam, you
thould, (z0 Mrs. Camomile) that is, do yon know
ou’re a Dilitante—]I fay you’re a celebrated Dil-
le—and—Now what a fine difconrfe Sir Jofeph
Banks wou'd make upon thefe==Madam, I fay—
Mrs. Coce
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Mrs. Coé. Blcﬁ me" w‘hp has, tnmm’d you
this way?

+ Coc. Sir A\‘hmﬂ xver!—-l with your: huﬂ:md

Doltor Camivmile was in town—I’ve* fdch a
feaft for the venérable Bede. ‘

Mps. Cam, 1 wilh we cou’d get you out of
town. (afide}—Ay, but Mr. Cockletop;a mad
with money and judgment. like you, fhou’d'
travel ‘himfelf to col{e& rarities.

" Goe. 've no occafion to give myfelf the flh
and perils of travel, to hazard my neck,' dra; ’d
* over Klpine precipices, or get'my throat cub in
dirty- Italian ‘inns, “ or fuffocated b by ‘peftilential
fteams from the infernal mouth of Vefuvius; I
‘need not like Pliny the elder, be drown'dia 12
fhower of cinders. No; no, here I fit at Hhomé¢,
quiet, in my eafy chair, while travellers come,
and liy at'tny fect the wonderful' fraits: of ‘their
wife ‘refearches.—Awake, prepare your undér-
flanding, here’s a tear—the devil, I forgot who
cried this tear. (afide) ] Hem' It’s a ptecidus drop
preferv'd in {pirits.

Flounce. #a, ha, ha!. ' -

Coc. Get along, you moft fcahdalons tongued
—TI defire, Mrs. Cockletop, you’ll order your:
flip-flop out of the mufeum.—Then heré is a
moﬁ valuab]e—(bold: up tbe Grzdzran) S

- .Enter JoxY, at t&e baek Sl R

_709’ Im fet to broil beef-ﬁcaks, ibd toaft
muffims.—The- cook faid Mr. Frank took ‘‘em,
and brought *em out of the kit¢chene—: « « <4
~ Coc, "Phere 1 all ¢oft me only fifty pounds
This is a Neptune’s Trxdent (bola’.s up the Maﬁzdf

s

.! fo
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ﬂark) and this piece of furniture from Hercula-
hium, the model of the Efcurial, built in honor
of St..Lawrence; who was broil'd oft—

. Jeey. Thankye, Sir, 1 was. looking for the
Joafting-fork and the Gndu‘on (zake: them),

. [Extt

Flaawe Ha, ha, ha.! - . ;

Coe. What's that?

Mrs. Coc. Why, Mr:. Cockictop, what havc
you been about lllcr%(*

M:. Gam., Qnly 1

- G bplnevc I'm bit. --”L‘aumqn Dean! He
hp;s a.noguc lopks . at}m 6qpt and ,bat) Is my
.?ace genuing?

¢ s Gar. Why, L;s an- Anthnea--Bat ),pdccd
my dear, you don’ t laok well.

Coc. Don’t I?

~Mrs.. Gam.. This may help my fcheme. épﬁde)
My dear er, I wou'dn’t shock _you, but yom
look——

Goc. Do 1?

. Mrs. Cam. My buiband the, do&pr, pften told
me, thit your bodxly illnefs always had an effed
'upou your mind; = -

Coc.-No man living' underftands my conﬁ:tu-
t:on bus Dodor Camemile—I muft bc.-——( fedtrg
bis pulfe)

Mrs. Cam. When a gentleman of your know-
Jedge is fo grofsly duped, it's a certain fign—

Coc. It is, that I'm ill, or I pever could. bave
bieen taken jn.

Mrs. Coc.. Lud 1 I wifh your, hnfband the, doc-
tor was in-Town.

. Mrs Cam. 'd advife Mr. Cocklctop to 0 sq
him at Wiachefter, direttly. _
- WOL. I, XX * Mrs,
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. Ms. 005'- Hel'c, N,apki.ﬂ! b R | ,ﬁ-r‘*"»
Epter NapPkIN. - S ‘qou

Order the horfes to—your poor ~mafter—the

do&or—at Winchefter. S R

Nap. (looks with concern at Cockletop) OH; he i
—jyes Ma'am—here, John, defire Thomas to
make Joey put a pair of horfes to the chaifé. 7"

Mrs. Cam. You'd beft let Mr. Napkin ‘ittend

on. . s S
Y Mprs, Coc, He’s a careful man. =~ _

Coc. In this journey, I can view the fimious

antient abbey of Netley; I have a choice bifter
. drawing of it—I’ll climb and bring' from"the
fummit of the mould’ring wall— RN

Mrs. Coc. Yes, you're in a ftate 'foty“c!imb'it'lgf
Wou’d you break your neck, my dear love, and
your poor wife’s heart ? S S

Coc. Kind fpoufe Pl ¢call at Southatpton,
'and fee my Belinda, tho’ I'die at “Her fect.

Mys, Coc. When he’s ‘out of ‘town, - F-fafl

" have the uninterrupted company of my dear

Frank——(afide) Keep up your fpirits, my love. -

Coc. I hive only for you, my dearetft. :

[Ezeunt Mr. and Mrs. Cockletop.

- Mps. Cam. Napkin, ha, ha, ha! Here’s an op-

portunity for our plan.—You know as we’ve-atl

without fuccefs, repeatedly endeavour’d to per-
~ fuade the old couple to fettle fome provifion oa
their neice and nephew, Frank and Belinda—

Nzp. Aye, ma’am we muft try ftratagem:.

Mrs. Cam.- The excufe your miftrefs gives, is
the chance of her having children of her own,
‘whom fhe can’t wrong, by lavithing their patri-
mony on others. \

‘ | Nop.

=TI

N
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Nap. Ha, ha, ha! then to put her out of all
hopes of that, as you have fettled, we’ll make
her believe my mafter’s dead, and as I'm now
going into the country with hlm, leave that to
me ma’am.

Myrs. Cam. 1 fancy it will be eafy, as fhe alrea-
dy thinks him ill.

Nap. And feeble.—She heard him threaten to
chmb up the mould’ring walls of N etley Abbey,
in fearch of a fprig of ivy, or an owl’s neft; and
if I can’t invent a flory to bring the old gentle=
man tumbling down ——

- Mrs. Cam. Ha, ha, ha ! And make your mif-
trefs, (the mourning widow) eftablith the dear,
amiable young couple well and happy, it will be
an excellent joke to laugh at over their weddmg
fupper.

_.4Vap. But I muft prepare for the journey.

- Mrs. Cam. And 1, home, to comfort poor Be-
lmda ‘Only you a& your part moft dolefully
patursl, and we muft profper. [ Exeunt.

*..BEND OF THE FIRST ACT.
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o SCENE L S m
- . : o A
. MRrs. CamoMiILE’s Houfe.

Enter FRANK, i% bis difgmife:. DA

" Frank. = S
. : .o el &
R} \

HoLLO ! Mrs. Camomile! here’s 3 mick ! ha;
lia,' ha ! . ’ . R

Enter HeARTY in bis own clpaths, greatly agitated,

Hearty. Ay, here’s the rafgi!. (lays bold oy
f‘ranle') Villain! Tell me this inftam.— - . |

Enter JOEY, running.

Yeey. Yes, this is my Coat ; I’ll make a Davy
of it. (lays bolds of Frank on the otber fide)

Frank. Hey ! Be quiet my good triends!

Hearty. (enraged) Where’s the money you ob-
tain’d under falfe preteénces, rafcal ?

el Pretet Soey.
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_‘70 Deln er my coat, firrah,

Fraa& Both deliver me, or with one of you,
T'll rattan the other put of the room. (di ifenages
bimgfelf) You feoundrel, is this your thanks, tor
faving your neck, when you breké¢ opea yous
mafter’s letter. (upart to Joey) -

Foey. §Surwyngg Jbim) Lud! if it isp’t—and
hére too's the gentleman that gaven me—if he
difcovers.—(afide) Keep my wearing apparcl,
and lsy no mor-- abeuta.. . -

Frank. Yop fay no more aboutn, or Yo
fail for Port Jackfon.—Step down, and bring
me word when' a faddled horfe comes to ¢t e
door—Fly !

Foey. Yes, Sir, yes. ( frngtmed) [Exzt.
Frank. Hallo! Hearty, how do you tmy buck.
Ldifcovers bimfelf)

Hearty. Frank | (furveying bim with Mrprife)

Frank. Frank and free—Tol, lol, lol !—Eh,
only touch’d uncle out of fifty. (| _/bew: the Bank
Note) Uncle’s own Kitchen’s now his Hercula-
mum, ha, ha, ha! To think how I've left him
jm his Cap of Liberty, flourithing his Barbarini
toafting-fork. He's to give me Belinda when I
can prove he can be impos’d upon in Aanti-
quities..

Hearty. But how did you—

Frank. Then fuch triumph, to fling the hatch-
. et even beyond the traveller; but I had a mmd
to kick him tho’.

Hearty. ’'m glad you did not tho

Frank. You glad ! Why, whatis it to you ?—I
fhall never forget old Muz, the Philofoper; I
think I fee hm now, with his f{cientific wig
pull’d over his mulberry nofe,

Hearty,
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Hearty. You do? (in bis feign'd voice)'

_ "Fran{.“Eh! ‘(Jurpriz'd) .Really,‘-cou'd'tt have
been you my honett old friend. . -
Hearty. Aye, here you fee old Muz, - the phi-

lofopher, who laid out for a fifty, only to fhtro-

duce it to you, my dear boy. (fbakes bis baad)

" Frank. (ruminating) Well, now, upon’my.

foul, this 13— o
Hearty. Hang refleétion, as long as oné-of us

has fucceeded ;. have you heard of your uncle’s

leaving town. -
- Frank. Has he? P
Hearty. P've fome time upon my hands, I'f
o with you to Southampton. My horfe’is at’
the livery-fables the other fide of Weftmitiftér

Bridge. ST
Frank. You'd beft fiep on before me, have

him out ready, you’ll not have a moment to

wait, for I’ll mount the inftant mine comes to

thedoor. =~ - T T

" Hearty. You'll tell me how you ¢ircumvcn’g':‘ﬂ;

me, and fuch roaring laughs as we’ll have a

the way, ha, ha, ha! ¢ By the Lord, lad, Tm

glad you’ve got the money.” . [Exit
Frank. -Ha, ha, ha ! ‘Well, my mock curiofities
may have a better effe@ on my uncle than

Hearty’s real ones, if they can help to cire him

of an abfurd whim that makes him the dupe of

impoftors, flinging his money after things of no
utility. His very clownifh tenants have now
found out his weak fide, and often pay their
rent “in -butterflies, dried leaves, ftones, and
bits of old iron. (looks at his watch) Getting
late :—Vd like to fee if Mrs. Camomile has any
commands for her friend Belinda, - o

~ Enter
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. Euter .Bmmm at ll;: batk and Jom' at tl:e .[('de.

Feey.. Sir, the horfe be come.
_Frant. Then, hey for lovc, and my chvme Be.
linda. (going)
. Bel. ‘Pray, Su‘, whxther in fuch a monﬁrous
hurry? :
.. Frank.. My love! .

_Joey. Love! Oh, ‘then, I may ride the poney
myfelf. : [Exit.
Frank In the name of miragles, how did_ you

get here?
.. B, You know we've the beft friend in thc ,
world in dear Mrs. Camomile, the mifirefs of

this houfe.

Enlér Mpgrs, CAMOMILE, -
“"Mrs. Cam. Come, come, ‘you happy pair of
%n‘tles, this room is the ftage for a little ¢ com dy
vé to a& with your aunt; of which, [ ho c,
your union wnll prove the denoucment. ‘

" A Ioud knocking without. Enter Frounce..

" Flounce. Ma’am, my miftrefs is juft drove up
, to the door.

Bel. Oh, heavens! if fhe finds I've run to

town (going)

. Mrs. Cam. Stop—ihe’ll meet you on the ftairs.

- Bel. This way, Frank: when my aunt comes

in here, we’ll flip down. .

. Mrs. Cam. But, Belmda, yon’ll tell Frank what
~ we're at, and both trip dire@tly home;.and you,
" and all thc fcrvants, on with your fables. »

Franﬁ.
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Frank. Sables! What, to celebrate my triie=
fove’s-birth-day !—No, ‘I'll -have fuch an-elegant
entertainment at home,

_Bel.. Will you hold your tqngue, and come
along. - [Exeunt.

Mrs. Cam. Jf my little plot on their aunt but

fpers.—Flounce, run and .defise -Napkin to
con over the leflon I taught him, and look as
difmal as an executor left without a'legacy.

Flounce. And, Ma’am, Fll bid him keep. his
‘handkerchief to his eyes, for fear an unfortunate
Jaugh thou’d fpoil all : here’s my miﬁrefs, -Ma’am ;

- I.wifh you fugcefs.
* [Exit Flounce:

Enter Mgs. Cocxw-rop, (clegant and gayly
drefsed) £

Mps. Coc. Oh, Mrs. Camomile'!

Mrs. Cam.  Well, haw do-youn do?

“Mrs: Cos. " Our honfe feems fo melancholy fince
“my poor-‘dear man' has left- town, that now I
can’t bear to'ftay at home.

Mrs. Cam. And when he was at home, you
were always: gadding. (a/ide)

Mis. Coc. I'forgot to thew you my drefs I
Iad it-mdde ap - for- Cordelia, in- Sut intended
play at Mrs. Pathos’s. As you were niot there,
¥ put it on-to confult-your tafte.

Mrs. Cam. Ch, I forgot to thank you for. my
“gicket ; but excnfe me, an engigement—

“Mrs. Coc..\Ha,-ha, ha!-You had no lofsy for
our tragedy was cqnverted into a balk.
"' Mprs. Cam.-Ball} '

'Mrs. Coc. Lear, you knpw, was-our play, which
we_got-ap with - -overy - poffible care.—Wiell,

Ma’am,
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Well, Ma’amy Colonel Toper, who was to have
play’d Gldifter, having conquer’d too6 many bot-
tles of Burgundy after dinner, (mimicks) ¢ No,
"M be for noite of your ftage=—1I'll'fit in the fide-
boxes among the ladies. Begin your tragedy,
"Il 'be very - civili={’I1 clap, and I'll encore.”
e« .Bat, dear Colonel, (¢ries Mrs. Pathos) re-
-member you’re to play; you muft go on,”—
* Well, Madam, Il fit and fee myfelf come
on; that ‘muft b¢ monftrous fine, becaufe I'm fo
‘perfé&in my part ; but, firft, we’ll have t’other
bottlé,” and: reel’d back into the dining-
room. ¢ Oh, diftraion! (cries Mrs. Pathos)
my audience all met—I’'m eternally difgraced.”
* By heaven, you fhan’t, Mem! (fays Mr.
‘Segoon)  I'll make an apology. - Ladies and
Gentlemen, Colonel Toper having been fud-
“denly taken ill, my Lord Brainlefs has kindly
confented to read the part of Glo’fter, and hopes
for your ifrdulgence.” < Bravo!” from- his
"Grace, and * bravo!” echoed the furrounding
.circle. -¥p went the curtain, on came his Lord-
thip, book in hand; he reads, he adts—< bra-
-viflimo I’ On fmoothly went the play, ’till the
fcene . where Cornwall orders the unhappy -
" @lofter’s eyes to be put out, an ingident, none
of our fafhionable aftors ever thought of, ’till
the inftant the cruel command was given.—
Without eyes (¢ were all the letters funs?”’)
" Glo’fter cow’dn’t read ; the probability of fition
thus deftroy’d: the play cou’dn’t' preceed, a ge-
. neral Taugh teok place, benches were ‘removed,
the fiddles' ftruck up Hillifbergs Reel, and
audience and actors join’d in-a country-dance.
Ha, ba, ha! No,'I’m determin’d to a& no-more
‘amongft them. - Why caw’t ‘1 ‘have plays ity
"t VOL, I YY ‘ own
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own houfe as well as Mrs. Pathos? My hoft
band’s repofitory wou’d make me a complete
theatre, it I cowd but get all his ftupid rarities
out of it. Wasn’t that a very abfurd circum-
ftance? Ha, ha, ha! ’Pon my honor, tho’ I
laugh I'm exceedingly melancholy.

Mrs. Cam. You've nothing to make you un-
caly :—You're fure that with my hufband, Docor
Camomile, Mr. Cockletop is in fafe hands.

Myrs. Coc. Why, 1 think he’s not worfe, or I
fhow'd have known it by my dreams; fer, flcep-
ing or waking, he’s my thoughts.

Mrs. Cam. Then there’s hope he’s better :—
be cheerful.

Mys. Coc. Well, Mrs. Camomile, it aftonithes
me how you can be cheerful while your hui-
band’s abfent ; but, indeed, it’s rather unfortu-
‘nate when peoplc are formed with hearts of more
fenfibility than others. I've heard often, but

.can’t have the fmalleft conception, that there

are women that marry old men with no other
view than foon to become rich widows, and
then take a young one. Oh! my blood rifes
when I think of fuch wives! I'd rather die my-
felf, nay, I'm fure I cow’dn’t live, if any thmg
was to happen to my hufband:

Enter BETTY.

Bet: Why, Ma’am, here’s Mr. Napkin juft

come below.

Mprs. Coc. But is his mafter return’d too?
Mrs. Cam. Well, if even he is not, why fhowd

“that alarm you?

Mrs. Coc. Then, perhaps, Napkin has brought
—Where is he? Why don’t he come up ? Nap-
_ kin;
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kin; (calls) torture me with fafpence. Oh!
Lord Mrs. Camomile, if any thing’s the matter
X thall die. (with great emotion)

Mrs. Cam. But don’t teaze yourfelf, perhaps
without a caufe. Mr. Napkin, pray walk up.
(with compofure)

" Mps. Coc, How I tremble!

Mrs. Cam. Colle& your fortitude; you know

we thould always be prepar’d for the worit.

.Emer Narxiv in a travelling drefs, fplaf’d, and
Jeemingly fatigued.

Nap. My dear, ood mafter! (weeps)

Mrs. Coc.’ %m{band' Oh, Lord, fpeakl
pray fpeak.

Nap. Madam, will you have him brought up
to town, or fhall he be buried in the country!
(weeps) :

" Mrs. Cam. Dead?

Nap. 1 with Henry the Villth had levelled
Netley Abbey —my -fweet mafter’s thirft of
knowledge—fuch a height—top of the old fpire °
—his head giddy—feeble limbs—firctching too
. far—a ftone giving way—tho’ I caught him—by
the heel—head foremoft—corner of a tomb-
ftone——dath—Oh ! (wweeps)

Mys. Coc. My fears are true. I faint—I die—

Pleafe to reach that chair. X

Mrs. CAMOMILE places a cbazr, Mpgrs. CockLE=
TOP, with deliberation, brufbes it with ber band-
kerchicf, feats berfelf, takes out a fmellzng-battle,

- applies it, and affects to fwoon,

Mrs. Cam. Nay, now, my dear friend, I
thought you were a woman of fenfe, 1If my jeft
Yvy2 on
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on death fhou’d caufe ane in earnch! (afide)

Pray be comforted, o

~ Mors. Coc. (recovering) Comforted did you fay?
How is that pofiible, my dear Mrs. Camomile,

when I’ve heard you yqurfelf remark that black

don’t become me, tho’ if I was to drefs like

Almeria, in the Mourning Bride ?

Mbs. Cam. To confefs the truth, 1 was afraid
to tell you; but I before knew of this melan.
choly event: and there that foolith boy, your
nephew Frank, thro’ his zealous refpet for the
memory of his uncle, has (contrary to all cuftom
and decorum) already order’d the whole family
to put on the black clothes that were only
t'other day laid by, when the mourning for your
brother-in-law expired. _ .

Mrs. Coc. Madam, you’re very obliging.

Mrs. Cam. I fee this lofs bears hard upon your
mind, therefore it may not be proper fo foon
troubling you with worldly affairs ; but now,
my dear, that you’ll have no children of yeur
own, indeed you fhouv’d think of fome eftablith.
- ment for your niece Belinda.

Mrs. Cos. 'l firft eftablith my hufband’s ne.
phew, Frank, merely to fhew | prefer my dear
., man’s relations to my own.

Myrs. Cam. This will anfwer the fame purpofe,
as Frank marries Belinda. (afide) Well, fhall
I tell the lad your good intentions towards
him? -

Mrs. Coc. You’re very kind, I'll tell him
myfelf; but T'll firft confult you, my good
~ friend, on the thoughts I have had in my mind
how to make him happy ; but, in my interview
with the boy, I wou’dn’t have any body elfe
by. The hour of forrow’s facred ; it’s & cruel

world,
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-world, and people luxurious aud fenfual, ga
and fortunate, have little feeling for the dll!
trefles of a difconfolate widow. '
Mys. Cam. My dear creature, endeavour to
keep up your {pirits. .
- Mpys. Coc. Ah, friend! what fhould a poor
woman do that has Ioft fo good a hufband, but
try to—-to——get a better ? (afide) { Exeunt,

SCENE 1I.

CockLETOP’S Houfe.

Enter FRaNK elevated with wine, and BELINDA in
. mourning.

.Frank. Ha, ha, ha! this is the moft whimfical
thought of your friend, Mrs. Camomile !
Bel. Isn’t it’charming ?
- Frank. Your aunt, and, indeed, the whole
family, except Flounce and Napkin, who are in
the fecret, actually believe that my uncle’s dead.

Enter Nan,

This is your natal day, the birth of beauty: I’ll
give an entertainment, upon my foul! Ha, ha!
Mrs. Flounce fays, * Oh, Sir! I can’t run any
bills with the tradespeople;” but, bills and -
credit '—While we’ve money my uncle’s curi-
ofity guineas fhall'fly. Ha, ha, ha! Illuminate
the rooms brilliant, luftres, girandoles, and
chandeliers. :

Nan,
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Nan. Yes, Sir, La! now where’s Joey to do -
all this ? Mr, John, light the clufters, jerry-doles
and chanticleers. (calls off) ‘ :
~ Frank. Prepare the Saloon, Belinda, we will
- have a ball.

Nan. Air the Balloon, for mafter’s going to
play at ball. 4

Frank. And lay fupper ; then let Napkin fend
for a pipe and tabor; a dance we muft have.—
Tol, Iol, lol !

Bel. But indeed now, this extravagance—

Frank. An’t my kind aunt to give me my
uncle’s cath? Then, my Belinda, you and I go
to church, and Hymen, in his faffron robe,
fhall lead us to the rofy bow’r.—Can I refift?
you angel! (kiffes ber hand)

Bel. For heaven’s fake, Frank, a little decency
before the fervants. How unfecling muft they
think you. . .

Frank. T'll fhew you the feeling of fervants for
~ fuch a mafter. ‘

Enter JOHN, THomas, and two Maids in mourn-
ing.

Hark’ye, Tom the Coachman, you know your
mafter’s no more? ‘ o

Tom. Ay, Sir, death has whipp’d his horfes to
their journey’s end, to our great forrow.

Frank. Poor Tom! I'm told you’re fo griev’d, -
you’ve fworn never to touch a drop of punch as
long as you live. '

Tom. Me! I'll be damn’d if I ever {wore any
‘fuch thing.

Frank, Ha, ha, ha! A jovial bout the fervants
fhall have—we’ll celebrate your birth-day.

Bél,
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Bel. But where’s your friend the fteward ?

Frank. Right! .Holloa, Hearty! Oh, true,
I've fent my poor old fellow pacing over
Weftminfter-bridge.—Fly, and every ene bring
in his hand, fomething towards the good cheer
‘of the night. ' , [ Exeunt feverally.

SCENE III.
A Saloon illuminated.
Enter CockLETOP in a Storm-cap, Rogquelare, &¢.

" Coc. All my doors open! this blowy night !
-reminds me of the Lifbon earthquake; but my

ftorm-cap has protected me.—~Odd my not find-

ing Belinda at Southampton.—I with I had come

into town over London bridge, that now, is a
fort of young ruin—I love to pafs the Tabbard

in Southwark, from whence Chaucer’s pilgrims

went to the fhrine of Thomas-a-Becket—Then

the monument’s growing a pretty rumble-come-

tumble, ha, ha, ha! But then over Weftmin-
fter bridge, to fee Hearty mounted like a great,

equeftrian ftatue! And my man Joey holding his

bridle like the Emperor of Morocco’s blacka-

moor—I’'m not forry Napkin left me ; nobody

knows now I have been at my fweet Belinda’s ;

how glad my wife will be, when fhe finds I'm

come home,.and well. (throws back the florm-

cap, and looks about the room) Eh'! my dear has

::l?mpany, this do’nt fpeak much feeling for my

illnefs.’

Enter
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Enter Tom with a cloth, not perceiving CockrLETOP; /‘

Tom. While Napkin is uncorking the wine,
I’ll fee if Ican’t fpread a table as well as a hams
mer-cloth. (takes out a large table and begins to
lay it—whbifiles) 1 wonder who drives my old
mafter now in t’other world, does he go up or
down hill ? .

Coc. Now, who has put Thomgs my coach-
‘man into mourning—As I left you a pied zebra,
why find you a black bear ( frikes him with bis
cane) : : ‘
- Tom. Geeupt (fuddenly turning, furprifed and
terrified) ‘ [Exit. -

Coc. What’s this about ?

Enter Nax with fallad, which fbe places on the
R ‘table then picks a bit out)

Nan. 1 loves beet-root. (putsitto ber mouth)
* Coc. Yes, and fo do 1. (fbe looks at bim frighten'd)
Some of my family muft be dead, that they’re
all fo fuddenly got dipp’d. Tell me young wo-
man, for whom are you in mourning? (Nua#
Jhakes ber bead, puts her apron to ber eyes and’
Exit.) .
T'hav’nt miftook my houfe, fure I believe I’'m a¢
next door. : :

Enter Narkin, FLouNcE, and two maid fervants
in mourning, ’

Nazp. Ha, ha, ha! Floimée, if 'yoﬁ had feen
how capitally doleful I play’d my part.
' . Flatmce._
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&loince. None of your dolefuls now. Mafter
tway, Miftrefs fafe at Mrs. Camomile’s; the
‘houfe to ourfelves, and the young pair, fince Mr.
Frank will treat us to:a little hop.

Nap. Ay, Flounce, for mufic you know I’'m
no bad fcraper. : . 1

Flounce. No, Napkin. Nothing gives fpirit to

- a dance as a pipe and tabor, fo fend out and fee
if one can’t be hired.

Enter two Malds; and Footman with a violin]

Na‘p. My fiddle, John, thanky. (sakes if) Now -

litten, Flounce, for our country dance, only
mind the violin ; why, Il lilt up Jackey Bull,
fprightly enough to move the dead, ay, even
to make our old mafter caper about. (Napkin
play) - |

Coc. < Here, Jacky’s return’d from Dover.”
(foins in the dance, then feizes Napkin,. the reft run
off fbrieking) So, my good friend, I bring you into
the country, you leave me fick, fneak away, and
here I find you like Nero at Rome, rafping your
cremona.. Explain, what brings you all in black,
if any body’s deceafed, why do you celebrate
the funeral rites with feafting and fiddling, and
if nobody’s dead, why change my -dove-houfe
into a rookery? (Napkin puts-bis bandkerchief to
bis eyes) Oh then there is fomebody~—~who is it—
Eh! who? tell me—Vexation! an’t I toknow ?
—S'blood ! are people to die in my houfe, and
1 the mafter, and not be told. C

Nap: What, or who fhall I fay ? (afide)

Coc. What am I to think of all this?

VoL, 1, 2z Nap,
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Nap. Why, 8ir, from feeing us all in black——
you're to—~thinke—thate— :

Coc. What?

Nap. That we’re in mourning.—

Coc. But for whom ? 1t can’t be my . friend
Mrs. Camomile—My nephew Frank ?-~Oh Lord §
if it fhould be Mils Belinda~—No, ne; they
woudn’t fiddle and dance for them.—kt muft be
for fomebody, for whom ceremony demands the
outward fhews of forrow; but mobody cares
whether they liv'd ar died.—Now, there is one
beloved perfon—that I don’t care a farthing for.
(afide) Yet 1 left her fo well—I fee they’re afraid
to thock me—Napkin, is it—is it.—(Napkin
Joakes bis bead) It is my—my—wi~wi—wife!
[ Exit Napkin fewly) "Tis fo ! His filence is a funeral
cratiog—Oh, my dear wife l-—

Enter Joy, fbivering as if cold.

Foep. Oh, oh! It be 3 bitter fharp night, m
hands are ftone. SR R T

Coc. Arxe you petrified ? 1 wifh you were, I'd
put you on a bracket in my mufeum. -

Foey. But, Sir, here we come home, find all
'our farvants in mourning, and when I afks for
whom, they {hakes their heads, and walk away.

Coc. Joey, #'s for—~your—miferefs.

Foey. My lady dead! Lawk how fudden.—I
‘believe now I ought to-cry. (afide, lifts up the
Jhirtof bis coat, and watches Cockletop.) ,
Co. 'The gentle friend, and compamion of my
youth. (weeps) ‘

Joey. Xes, Lihouw'dery. (afide) Ok

Coc. The befk of wives, ( forrowful)y
\ . . . . ?pq.

¢
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Enter CockLETOP,

Coc. Belinda here in the houfe !—Iv’e told
Hearty to inform her of my intentions to marry
her, and P’ll compliment my deceafed wife with a
Cedar Coffin.—Now muft I premote her dreffing
room to the honor of being the Treafury of my
Antiques, I with Hearty wou’d come to help me
to remove my precious—Eh! they are removed, -
(Seeing them) '

Nan. How Mafter’s mind when ke was alive
did run upon thefe fhabby Gimcracks.—Oh | he
cou’d not have priz'd it fo much for nothing.—
No, po, he had fomething good.—Your odd old
people are fond of hiding money in holes and
corners ; lud ! if here isn’t—(rattling a fmall box)
Ay, don’t you look down fo fharp at me, for I will
have a peep thou 1 get a dead man’s 'pinch,
(A4s fbe's opening the box Cockletop pinches ber ear

e turns, fees Cockletop, forieks and runs off)
- Coc. A moft facriligious petticoat thief !

[Exit a/ter b”.

-
®
d

e ]
SCENE IV ; and laft.

sAnother Aplrtmm; s Table covered with a Greey
Cloth. '

Enter Joky, with a Candle, (terrified)

. Joey. I've left the parfonin the room—( farts
Jrightened) who’s here 2—But he infifts it be auld
mafter that’s dead, the good gentleman that juft
sow with me for madam’s death cried fo ﬁnacli
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all alive and tqer ; bue this ftupid aner won’t
beligve it, fo he “fmeets “her eré; and’ her
fpirit’s ift d)xfturb’d about Hcr rumplified’)
lhc’ll claw him for certain. Iknow no ,
mafter’s got, and the farvanis feem alf
lndc—cant find Nan, I' wou'd " wc
fafe again in the country.—Well, I ' ’ﬁﬁs
drop, of cordial.—Who’s you? ’Heaven défen;l
us! 'Oh, fhe is come a%aml I have ‘iio tiope
now but my bottle and this table. ' ( Puis “out the
hgbt, get: bebindy and then zma'er the 1 le.)'“ \

,’ v td

b em} . N
Enter Mas. Cocm.zror.,“- aion

cep
AR AR

Mys. Coc. Frank! this is the .room. I”defirad
Mrs. Camomile to bid him meet me ip, and here
he comes—this way Frank. (calling of in a low
woice) I'm glad there’s no light tho’, ;p difcover
;xlly bluthcs, at the open declaratmn 1 mu& linke

im. .

Enter Cocm.z'rop.

- Coc. As dark as an Egyptian Catacomb— ca
linda venturing to town muft be on the réport
gf her aunts death, and if Hearty has told hcr

Il fpeak to her, here—— -

Mprs. Coc. Are you there?. (in an under tam‘)

Coc. Yes, ’tis fhe, I with we had 2 hg’ht, whete
are you? (in a low woice) -

Mrs. Coc. Eh! When I bury Mr, Cockleto ---

Coc. Bury me! (afide) No my ‘dear if’s for you
Pm to make 2 mummy of Mrs. Cockletop———
| Mﬂb €.

. l'(
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Mrs. Coc. Make mutarhy of me !—is it Frank
. Coc. No, miy 'love, I'm your own' Cofey
Cockletop, . . .. = '

Mps. Coc. Angels and minifters ! it’s the ghoft
of my hufband come to upbtraid me.—Oh, much
wrong’d fpoule! . K ,

:. Coc. Spoufe! it’s the fpirit of my wife—Oh,
Lord !—oh, great—injured goblin ! (zbey fall on
their knees qupqﬁte Sides)

. Joey. (Erom under the table) Heres the parfon
firtving to lay my miftrefs, but fhe’ll furely tear
his head off.—Eh! why! its my poor dear
mafter! Help! Murder! '

Enter Mrs, CAMOMILE, BeLinoa, FRaNk, and
‘ HearTy.

Myrs. Cam. Eh! what’s the matter here 2

Foey. My Lady’s ghoft tearing auld Mafter to
pieces. (rifing bafiily, overfets the table and runs
8, .

Mps Coc. Mr. Cockletop alive !

Coc. My wife not dead!

Frank. Uncle, you promifed that when proved
to be deceived in antiquities, Belinda fhould. be
mine. {/peaks in his feigned woice) Now, Zur,
befides the fifty pounds, give her to poor Taun
ton Dean. : ,

Coc. Was't you ?—Take her.—I was a wife
man, till my brain got love coddled; fo, my
dear, levs forgive Frank and Belinda, and for-
get our own follies.

Hearty. Ay, Sir, and transfer our paffion
for ancient virtu, to the encouragement of mo-
dern gemus.—Had not Rome and Athens che-
rifh’d the arts of their times, they’d have lett no
antiquities now for us to admire,

voL. I, 3 34 Bel,
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Bel. Why rak(;'. for Gems -the afhes of the
dea

And fee the livin g Artift pmc for bread.
Fronk. Give,

While you live: '
Heirs who find cafh in comers,

Will at your funeral make right Mcr.
. ry Mouraers,

. THR END. . . -
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SPRIGS OF LAUREL,

ACT I |
 SCENE I

" " 4 Chamber at an Imm.
Enter Carrain Cruizer, and NIPPERKIN.
CarraIN.

LEAVE my infant in a bafket at a gentleman’s
door, you villain! when 1 ordered that your
wife fhou’d bring it up with care and tender~
nefs. -
Nip. Why, Sir, when my wife faid it was my
infant, and wou’dn’t take charge of it what was .
a poor honeft peace-loving hufband to do ?
Capt. Well ; come, your intelligence? _
Nip. The ‘babe’ was taken in, and chriften’d
Tommy Jones—the gentleman of the houfe in..
tended to do well by it ; but being given to play,
died infolvent; his family went to ruin, and
poor
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poor Tommy to the parifh—the lazy overfeers
farm’d the workhoufe to the village butcher,
who, to feed his calves, ftarved the children ;
here, like a young negro, he got hard work,
many blows, and no learning. . .. .

Capt. And from this miferyy a charitable
tradefman took him ’prentice. ’

Nip. Yes, Sir; ferved out his time with ho--
nor ; but his fpirit too noble for a mechanic, he
lifted, and is this moment a gentleman common
foldier in the foot-guards. ~

Capt. But how to find him out—?

Nip. In my fearch I got acquainted with two
honeft foldier lads—Ned I.enox and Jack Sin-
«clair, and they’re to bring me among the reft—
the ferjeant-major Taclic, that has got the pret=
ty daughter, may know.—VI’ll run a hum upon
him. (afide) /

Capt. Nipperkin, you were my fervant twen-
ty years back; but fince that, you’ve been fuch
a variety of rafcal, there’s no trufting you now.

Nip. I want no trufi—give me a ready gui-
nea. ‘

Capt. 'To get drunk and neglet this bufinefs!
—no, difcover my poor loit fon, and you fhall
have a hundred, to fettle you in a farm; firrah;
~John! (calls)

Enter a Servant with cané, hat and ﬁvofd;'

I muft get off to Greenwich, ready to receive thé
Duke. (going) ‘, .
- Nip. But, Sir, I intend this evening vifiting
- my old father at Chelfea—A little comfort for
the honek fouli—(ho/ds out bis bandy- - -
Capt. Chelfea, oh, your father's a pénﬁox‘xerl‘]!
well,
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wWell, there.. (gives money) But ule every endea~ -
vour to ﬁﬁ& t%e boy, :ﬁnd. : , [Exit,
Xnu fhall fettle on me one hundred a
ear or d the boy yourfelf. Lucky, that fill
ecpm an eye to the lad’s progrefs throu h
life, I’ve this pull ipoh my old mafter—Till
bids more I'll fiot bring father and fon together
~=~naw: gat loofe. from my wife, Pll maké a good
ufe of my. time—fince 'm come to London, I’ll
.drink, Tﬁe a foul, and dxvert myfelf with the
girls ;—if not, I’d be a man in a thoufand !

Sgar _’ ‘vrr; AIR.—N”E’&"IO

Shew mea Lawyer refuﬁn&a yeod fee;
“"Or pidus Déah ndt thinking of a Bithop's fee;
"A Do&or who won’t fqueeze fick Ladies by the hznd,
. ’Potticary whom his {¢rawl can well underftand,
Dancing-maftér obje& to dancing off with Mifs,
A Methodift Preacher not in a corner kifs.
" Young Enfign not proud of his flathy large cockade; ’
Ot tiue Britifli Tag, who of Dutchman is afraid-«-
- Parliament Ele@or, who never fold his vote, _ .
P,arlumem Orater, who will not turn his coat, *
And that is a man of a thoufand.’

11,-

Shew med Right Honorable ke to his word,
Or a poor poet patroniz’d by a? rg ,
An impudent Sharper cloathed all in rags,
Or niodeft Genius counting o’er his money-bags,
A Church-wardcn who fcorgis to féaft upon the, poo:, ,
Fat Alderman who tannot calipath endure,
A Grodm too hopeft to rob. horfes of their corn,
* ‘Wifé Cuckold w{o blughes to wear a gilded ho#d, -
Sportiman mind galloping over wheat or fiabble; .
. -Or Sesretary of State take mzb;pgfo:luq troubje, - .
e Andthatuamnma onﬁ\M., .

G s o ’" ’[Exlti
venm 33 * $6ENE

1“1‘ >~
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SCENE II.
The Green Park.

Enter S1ncLAIR.

Sin. Pleafant enough, on our march from
‘Windfor, Lenox flipping a note into my hand,
the inftant I gave him ome ; but what fays his.
(reads) % Dear Sinclair, as foon as off guard,
¢ walk into the park, I want to fpeak with you
““ on particular bufinefs.”—Almoft the very
words of mine to him; he’s my friend; I'll afk
his advice before I determine to marty Marry.

Determine! obh, my heart!

AIR.—Sinclair,

When nig‘ht, and left upon my guard,

Nor whifp’ring breeze, nor leaf is heard,
And ftars between clofe branches peep,
And birds are}hufh’d in downy fleep,

My foul to {ofteft thoughts refign’d,

And lovely Mary, fills my mind.

At every noife, for bluff ¢ Who’s there!”’

I gently figh, ‘¢ is’t thou, my fair?

Thy dying foldier hafte and fee,
Oh come, -{fweet Mary, come to me.”

Ason my poft, thro’ blaze of day,
'The wretched, happy, fad and gay
In quick fucceflion move aleng, ’

I fee, nor hear the pafling throng ;

My foul fo wrapt in Mary’s charms,

I hug my mufket in my arms.

+So, all of paflion, joy.and grief,

When comrades bring the glad relief,
I cry thy foldier, hafte and fee,
Oh come, fweet Mary, come to me!

AEnfer
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Enter LEnoOX.

- Len. (reading a note) * I've a great deal to fay
to you’—and I’ve a great deal to fay ta him—
Oh'! he’s here—Well, Smclan‘, what’s this affair ?

Sin. Nay, what’s your’s with me.

Len. Come, you tell firft.

Sin. No, no; you, let’s hear.

Len. Not a word from me till you—-

Sin. I'm determin’d that you fhall—come I'll
pot fpeak— : .

Len. Now I beg you'll—

Both., Then you muft know, ha, ha, ha!

Len. Why, were like people in the ftreet
giving each other the way ; but here I fop, and
pow you pafs on.

Sin. Then, Ned, * of all the girls in our town,”

" to me there’s none like Mary Tactic.

Len. Why, 1 thmk the’s a moft charming
pretty foul.

Sin. Ay, and 1 love her,

Len. 1 know [ love her. - ‘

Sin. Ob, you muft miftake; it’s I that adore
her.

Eon my word you’re wrong; for I'm
the man that wou'd die for her.
" Sin. That’s as much as to fay you’d fight for
er.

_ Len. Any man but you.

C Sin. Why, Lenox, fhou’dn’t like to fight
you.
Len. But any other, I didn’t mind how great.
Aye, even the corporal.

Sin. Any fellow that dar’'d to think of Mary.

Len, Do you call me fellow, Jack ? )
3B2 Sia.
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Sin., Yes, you'’re a food fellow.

Len. Was it to tell me that you loved Mary
Taétic, that you defired me to meet you ? '
. §in. Was your oply bufinefs byt to let mg
know you lov'd her?

Both. It was,

DUET.—Sinclair and Lméx.

Lep.  1like each girl that I come near,
‘Tho’ ngne I love byt Mary ;
Ob, fhe’s.my darling, only dear
Bewitching little fairy.:
I afk a kifs, and fhe looks down,
Her cheeks are fpread with blafhes,
‘By Jave, fays I, I'll take the town,
"Me bagk fhe gently pufheserse—
. I like each girl, &g,

9ig.  When off *twas blown, and ’twas my place
To fly for Mary’s-bonnet,
So charming look’d her lovely face, ‘
There I ftood gazing on it. .
Drefs’d all in white fhe tripp’d frdm home,
And fet my blood a thrilling, *
O, zounds! fays I, -the French are come,
Sweet Mary look’d fo killing. R
' Tlike each girl, &t -

ZLen. When to our Colonel at review
A Datchefs cried, fo airy!
¢ How does your Royal Highnefs do?"
Says I, ¢ I thank you, Mary.” "

Sim. To quick time, marching t'other day,
: Our fifes play’d Andrew Cary, -
To every girl I gave the way,
In compliment to Mary.' »
' " Tlike each girl, &c,

Sin. I've a greater regard for you than for all
the men in our regiment put together,
. ' Lﬂh,
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Len, 1 always thouglit you my friend, and
'm certain I'm your’s—Let us leave it to
Mary’s own choice. |

Sin. Why, true; it’s a pity to teize a young
woman that can never love one.

Len. And it's foolifh and ill-natured to ftand
in the way of another man’s happinefs, when we
¢an’t forward our own by it.

Sin, Here the comes ; let’s afk her in down-
right Englifh, .

Len. Done. [_Tbey retire;

Enter Mary.
AIR.—Mary,

Oh, come away,

Come, my foldier benny ;

‘1 am fmart and gay,
But for handfome Johnny,

‘Enfign pretty doll,
Crimfon fath fo wrapt in ;
Minces, * charming Poll,
¢ Can you love a Captain »*
Obh, come away, &¢.

To his fine marque,

-At the camp, laft fummer,

He fent for me to tea,
By the little drummey,
Oh, come away, &c.
As T crofs parade,
Officers ftand blinking ;
Under each cockade,
$ly, an eye cocks winking. o
Oh, come away, &c,
Johnny fteps in time,
Sweetly plays the hautboy ;
Hearts all merry chime,
March, and beat the foe, boy.
Oh, come away, &c;

Oh,

\
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Oh, Sinclair, did you fee my father ?~—Is that
Lenox? ‘

Len. (apart to Sinclair) Afk her,

Sin. No, do you? (apart)

Len. Mary, you know very well, thatl think
you a moft charming girl. ‘

'"Mary. Well, that’s no fault of mine:

Len. No, its no fault—for to' be fure you can’t
help being the fweeteft foul—you’re fure Mary,
Ilove you ; but here’s Jack Sinclair fays he daes.

Mary. Oh yes; he told me fo.

Len. Well; but didn’t I tell you I lov’d you?

Mary. Well, and if you do, you can’t help
that, you know, -

Len. We don’t want to quarrel, becau fe that
woudn’t be friendly. ,

Sin. No ; twoudn’t be like brother foldiers;
fo yourfelf confefs which of us you love.

Len. Ay, do, Mary, your word fhall decide it.

Mary. Which of -you I love! Upon my ho-
nour that’s very vain of you both—a pretty
decent fort of a confeflion too for a girl to make;
but certainly wasI to marry, I muit chufe only
one,

Len. Ah, but, Mary, wou’d you chufe one of us?

Mary. Indeed I wou’d. -

Len, Sweet girl, but which ?

Sin. Ay, which, Mary ?

Mary. Well, 1 will own it, if you'll both pra.
mife not go fight {word and piftol up in Hyde
Park, as the officers do. o

Sin. If you chufe Ned Lenox, may I be
whip’d if I wifh him the leaft ill-will.

Len. And, my lovely Mary, if you prefer
Jack Sinclair to me, if Iever bear him a grudge
for it, may I be drum’d out of the regiment.
’ Md’)‘a
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Mary. Heigho ! it’s a fevere tafk, but—

AIR.—Mary.

When in a garden fweet I walk,
The charming flowers admiring,
Each nods upon its tender flalk, L
And feems my touch defiring,
'Tho’ all of beauties are poflefs’d,
Too much to be rejeéted, ’
Yet only one, for Mary’s breaft,
By fancy is feletted.

“Full confcious of thy faith and trath, (0 Lenox)
No wrong to thee intended, .
Ah! fhould I chufe fome other youth,
. » ( giving ber band to Sinclair)
Be not fond youth, offended. "(to Lenox)
The ftarting tear, the heaving figh, -
True figns, not difregarded ;
But, by a maid more fair than I,
Oh, be thy love rewarded.

Len: (cordially fhakes bands with Sinclair) My
dear fellow, I give you joy. (turns and wipes
kis eyes) . - o

- Sin. 'Wasit any thing elfe but Mary, I cou’d
~——poor Lenox! - ‘

 Enter NIPPERKIN, finging,

Nip. Ah, boys! Jack Sinclair, Ned Lenox,
come from duty ‘at Windfor >—Rare changes
fince you were laft on the parade!

(Drum without.)

Len. The roll-call (losking our)
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TRIO -—Lenox, Sinclair, and Mdrya

Len. 'Tap beats the dub tipon thy ﬁchmg heart,

Sin. Sad ﬁnkes the found that bids me hence depart $
Len. Ah! can I from you flay ¢
Sis. One kifs anid then away:

Mary. Go to your duty, go, ' ‘
¢ '8 tﬁ'ﬂim Smclaxr and Lenoéi

Mary. Ts that to-maufter the men? For what
Nip. For what! Why, to draught out i de-
tachment for Holland.

Mary. And do Sinchir and Leirox go 2

Nip. To be fure, if fo theif lot be. -, -
Mary, Oh hcavens ! . [Exzt baftily,

Enter Serjeant Major Tatrics

. Tac. (calling off) Mary ! Ay, off to the parade!
1 fee my daughter will have a foldier=you, Sir;
rua after that girl:

Nip. 'h a mariied i mat 3 and mus’st fud after
the girls.

Tac. What, theh you’re married 7,
* Nip. Yes, Sir, and fois my wife, a i poot wo-
man, Sir——I'm not worth quité a plumb, might
have made my fortune by marriage, I have had
my opportunities among the dear creatures. Tl
~ feeif his majorfhip won't ftand glafs of ftout

- punch (4fidz.) Sir, 1 want to go abroad:

- Tac."Why ?

Nip. Becaufe, Idon’t want to ﬁiy at home-‘-i :
I've left my wife there, , -

Tac, Where? .

Nip. Why death and ounds' at Dorkmg id -
Surry.

Za¢. What do you {wear fo, you rafcal} -+,

\.N{P‘
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. Nip. To thew you I'm fit for a foldier.

Tac.- But what are yoii now ? L

Nip. Nothing; tho’ I was every thing—an
Au&ion-porter, Watchman, Town-crier, Mon-
mouth.-ftreet Pluck-ém-in, Playhoufe Conftable,
Dog-ftealer—High and low Life, Sir, from
Guard of a Stage-coach, to Waiter in a Cyder-
cellar,—my days have been a round of * palt ten .
o’clock”—* juft a going”-—* nobody bid more”
¢¢ oh yes,” ¢¢ this is to give notice”’—*¢ priy walk
in”—handfome fuit of clothes, fit you nicely”—
¢ take care of your pockets”-=(whifles) ‘« here,
boy !—poor fellow ! Ponto, Ponrto”~~¢* your pint,
Sir—=champaign, cackagay!” S

_ , (smitates blowing & horn.]

Tac. So then, friend, you've come off from
your wife to turn foldier ?

Nip. Why, Sir, fhe vex’d me into fuch a
paflion, that I muft beat fomebody ; fo I thought
it more honourable to flog the enemies of my
country, than the wife of my bofom.

Tac. But how did the vex you? -

Nip. Sir, Ilove a drop of ale—'t'other day,
we had a mug—tfhe puts it to her head; ¢« m
dear,» fays I, « ftop, the devil is painted at the,
bottor, and *twill frighten you if you look ont:
—f{ays the < I defy the devil and all his works,”
and up fhe puts it—¢ hold, my love,” fays I,
“ youwre a bit of a2 democrat, and it’s his Ma-
jefty that’s painted at the bottom»—** no,” fays
the, *“ I'maloyal fubje, and I long to fee the
King’s jolly face”—So again up went the jug, and
the devil a drop fhe left in it for me. ’

Tac. Ha, ha, ha! what’s your name.

Nip. Nipperkin.—Mr. Nipperkin, Sir. .

. VOL.1s . 3¢ Tae,
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¢

Tac. Then Mr. Nipperkin we’ll fee if we can’t
make a foldier of you. 3

Nip, Oh, Sir, that’s as eafy as making an at-
torney a rogue, or make this a ftrong arm, when
its alteady at hand—make a foldier! hem! Sir,
you do the exercife capital I fuppofe, he, he, he!
thew us a bit—wheel! to the right! ftop, Sir,
till I chalk your arm. ,

-Tac. Why do you think I don’t know my
right from my left 2 .

Nip. Do you? ( grm{yg huzza! the ferjeant
major, knows his right band from his left—
(capers, balloes and waves bis bat.)

Tac. Why, you dog, are you humming me?

Nip. Yes, Sir. o

DUET.—7aétic and Nipperkin.
Zac.  March! before great Juftice Laro. -

. Nip. Deathand ounds ! am I arrefted ?

Zac, Sblotid! don’t fear, my little hero,
. *Tis only to be attefted. '
Nip.  Oh! what then I muft take an oath ?
Here goes; I {wear by Jingo,
I’ll not turn foldier, tili we both
- 'Together tipple ftingo.

T, With all my heart,
i We'll take a quart.
Nip.  Or bowl of punch.

. Both. That’s better.

Nip. But firft a flice”
Of ham fo nice,
For I approve a whetter.
Both. _  ForIapprovea whetter. .
Zac.  You have but to fail o’er to Hollapd d’ye fee,
And the French kick back to their nation ;
. Then the Emperor, Stadtholder, Pope, you ind mé,
Will fit down to a jolly-fication ; :
Nip. DI'm tird of kifing old Judy, my wife,
I muft have a pair of new lips,
So, when I’m in Holland, upon my life,
I'll be at their fine Dutch tulipss " 2ub
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Both. Then we have butto fail, o’er to Holland d’ye fee,
v -And the French kick back to their nation;
Then the Emperor, Stadtholder, Pope, you and me,
Will fit down to a jolly-fication,

[Execunt.

SCENE 1III..

The Parade in St. Fames’s Park.
Enter MAI&.

Mary. No, I can’t fee any one to give me a
true account how they go on. '

Enter Lenox, (much agitated.)

Oh, well, Lenox, and how,? ay, tell us.

Len. My unlucky fate! curfed chance.

Mary. Oh! then you are one of them that’s
drafted to go abroad in all thefe dangers.

Len, And, Mary, do you think its that, that
could have vex’d me fo? I fee what a mean opi-
nion you have of me—I now don’t wonder at
"I’m a cowardly poltroon. ‘
Mazry. No, indeed, Lenox : I know you’ve a
very good {pirit—I didn’t mean to difparage vou ;

but I tremble to think of the dreadfal flaughter .

thofe poor fellows may be expofed to.
Len, Dreadful ! Isn’t it glary ? ‘

3¢ 2 , AIR.

our preferring Jack Sinclair to me—you think.
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" AIR.—Lenox.

Afpu-;ng thoughts my breaft expand,
- Ah! why to me is given a foul,
Proudly impatient of command,
Yet doom’d by fate to bear controul H
Oft at the haughty ferjeant’s will,
A poor recruit at chilling morn,
I’ve ftood for hours the tedious drill,
Sad ob)e& of his blows and fcorn:

1I.

Nor fank my youthful {pirits then.
Tho’ fierce he poiz’d the dread rattan,
I thus, when taught to conquer.men,
Supprefs’d the feelings of a man;
And now the barvet’s warring peide,
When Englith triumph, Frenchmen ylell
A ufelefs tool ['m thrown afide,
Whilft others reap the glerious field.

Enter S;Nc;_AIR.

Sin. Oh, my ],’olly we muft part.

Moary. How !

Sin. The lot is caff, and I'm call’d away—I
muft leave you. ' -

Mary. And can you? Qh my love!

Len. What then, you go? you have the up-
per hand of me in every thing. 1 muft fneak
about here in the Park like'a watchman—my
marches from Story’s gate to the ftable yard, and
all my war’s with the old women to take off their
pattens ; whillt you, led on by your Prmce—I
fhall go diftracted !

Sin. You've little caufe to envy me-—reﬂc& I
leave Mary, 1 leave her with you too—my rival

—with
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—with yeu, thatlove, that deferv.e her fo much
betser tha myfelf

Em':r Nreperkiw aud Tacric.

Tac. Not iR you rafcal | after fwallowmg a
bowl of punch ?

_ Nip, My dear Sir, don’t bein a paﬂ'xon—-l
have my reafons for both.
. Tac. Your reafons, you rafcal—

Nip. Death and ounds, Sir, don’t fwear—but
any reafon that I wou’dn’t tura foldier, is becanfe
{ hate fighting ; and I drank up the punch becaufe
I love drinking, that thews that I’'m both a fafe

and a good companion.
~ Jac. You’re an arch rafcal, a.nd I doa’t know
what to make of you?

Nip. Then Tl tell yon what you’d beft do,
Sir.

Tac, What!

Nip. Give me another bowl, Snr, and lefme '
alone.

Tac.-Come, Sinclair, qmck—yon ve but little
time to prepare your knapfack.

Mary. (wztb emotion) Dear father maft he

0 ?

Tac. To be fure.

Nip. Oh, certainly: he muft go and prote&t
us all. Egad I'm like a minifter of fate ; whilft
I fit at peace at home over my bottle, I fend
})ther men out to fight that I may enjoy it in com-

ort

Zac. Mary, Sinclair and Lenox are honeft
lJads—I know they both love you; but as the

mlfery or happinefs of marriage will chiefly affet
you, I leave the chhice of a hufband entirely to
yourfelf,
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yourfelf, my girl. If Lenox is the man, love
favours him ; but if - Smclau‘, what he lofes in
love, he muft make up in honor—give him a
kifs, and a few of my beft ruffled fhirts ; drop a
tear, and that affair’s fettled.

Sin. Farewell (to Lenox) adieu ! (20 Mary.)

Mary. Oh! my heart will break ! dearcﬁ: fa-
ther, can't you get him off?

Tac. Child, 1 with him too well even to attempt
it.

Len. Jack, don’t think me a worthlcfs fellow
tho’ I am fhov'd afide, and you chofen for the
poft of honor—’tis only blmd fortune has done
it; for had fhe fix’d on me,

Sin. My love, befides your conﬁancy, I rely
on the generofity of Lenox; in my abfence,
don’t avoid him ; it will be my only comtort to
refle®t, that I have in England a faithful fweet-
heart, and a true friend.

Nip. Hem; (fings) < My Poll and my Part-
ner Joe.” (Ioak: arc Iy and fignificantly at Lenox
and Mary.)

" Mary. 1don’t know who you are; but you
are a very impudent fellow. - '

Nip. Dont know who I. am and yet know
I’m a very impudent fellow. [ Drum without.
Rub-a.dub, boys, hey, for Holland !

DUET.—Sinclair ahd Mary. .

Mary,  Dear youth, keep this for Mary’s fake
Sin. Sweet maid this poor remembrance take ;
When rivals tender things fhall fay,
(Z%ey exchange Lokens)
Oh, look on that and turn away!
Mary. - Should rivals win thy *witching fmile,
) .Think what thy Mary feels the while.

Sine
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Sin. When bullets whiftle in the wind,
a My only fear, B
' My only dear,
Is for my treal{ue left behind.
Mary. Midft warrin§ fields may angels come,
nd o’er thy head
"Their pinions fpread,
Then bring my love in fafety home,

U

Erter Officers, Soldiers, &, as prepared for the
March—A Variety of other Charallers taking

GRAND CHORUS.

Our Gracions George, and Charlotte’s Son,
*Tis Royal Frederic leads us on.

AIR.—Women.
Britannia fell a fhower of piteous tears
To fee, (alas!) an haplefs Monarch bleed ;

The Royal Widow’s mournful plaint fhe hears,
And bids her gen’rous fons revenge the cruel deed,

CHORUS.

.“To arms, fhe cries, to fave, is now the word,
. And ’tis the hand of Mercy draws the [word.

Our Gracious George, and Charlotte’s Son,
’Tis Royal Frederic leads us on.

END OF THE FIRST ACT,
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ACT IL

" SCENE L

Night.— Tbe Park near Buckingbam Hosfes
Lenox difcovered as Centinel,

Levox.

EVERY circumftance turns out fo cortrary to
- what might have made my friend Sinclair happy,

and perhaps banifh for a time the hts of
Mary from my mind. Since I've no place in
Mary’s affeftions, what's in England worth a
thought ?—I burn, I'm mad with: defire to fol-
low the Buke.—— To be left ftuck up here
like a lamp-poft, with an ufelefs mufket in my
" hand—TI've a mind to put it to ufe—1placing it to
bis bead)—but my life’s not my own.—For all
Sinclair bid me fee Mary, what now muft he
feel, on the refleion that he’s left her behind
with me?—Tho’ I fcorn to take advantage of
his abfence—TI'll avoid the fight of her.

| AIR,
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AIR.—Lénox.

The Lamp of Hope by rays of Light,
From thy déat eyes was fed Mary;

Sad hours are come; and fhades of night,
And even hope is fled Mary. .

‘The Sun to all the world but me,

.. Will give another dawn Mary;

My only light kind 1doks from thee;
For ever they’re withdrawn Mary.

I lov’d thee much and for thy fake, -
I ne’er will lqve again Mary ;

If ever yét a heart did break, ~« - - .
Thouw’ft rent this heact in £'wain Mary,

In wild defpair I'll fly to fame;

. And death for thee defx Mary ;

When ’m n6 more, thy true love’s namej
_ May draw from thee a figh Mary.

Enier Nippiriiy, (dvink,) with a fmall Keg.

Nip. Tol, lol, 10l !*~Now,- if I can get out
thro’ this ime Buckinghamn Gite—
* Len. Who goes there ? S

Nip. Brandy—(bolding up the keg)

Len. You'd better give ah anfwets

Nip. To what? :

Len. Tome. .
. Nip. Your queftion?’ .
- Lén. 1afk’d who went theré, .
__Nip. Then you alk’d a very filly queftien,
Wwhen yoii might fee it wa§ a brave boy—Huzza!
~the town’s our own ! : :
_ Len. Dimn your trifling ! Give, this inftant,
d'proper anfwer; or I'll fire. .(prefenting) '
_ Nip. (dreps on bis knees) Hold! be quiet. Is
that your politenefs? Juft under the vety eye of
* YOL. L. 3D . : the
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the Court ? Fire! and wake the maids of honour
—{weet creatures |—that may now be dreaming
of the lords in waiting, and white rod, and gold
ftick, and fuch other grand affairs,

Len. I'm in no jefting humour—Quick, fpeak!

Nip. S’blood ! are you deaf? I'm fpeaking as
quick as I can. Stop! your firing will be petty
treafon—Her Majefty may be at this .moment
in a fweet dream, that one of her beloved fons,
-her gallant Frederic, is returning crown’d with
Laurels. ' .

Len. And I no hand in placing them. on. his
brow! By heavens I'll not ftay—I'll follow the
detachment, tho’ they thoot me for 3 deferter,
Hold! this fellow may—why, it’s Nipperkin:!

Nip. Didnet I tell you it was a brave boy ; yet
you wou'dn’t believe me—after- getting fo nobly
drupk, to frighten me back into fobriety{. and
fo I’'ve now all to do over again. ‘Why, yon
don’t mind what trouble you, give a poor.man.
(knocks with bis knuckles againft the keg) Are you
within ? Very well—I'll be with yom;: or you
fhall be with me. S s e ade

Len. Where were you going? | o7, o

Nﬁig. To the college. My father is 2 Ghelfea
penfioner; and about once a quarter,- iéc a du-
tiful fon, I bring the honeft gentlemam, 3 fittle
brandy and tobacco, and fuch eth¢r dawmtics, to
comfort his old foul. L e

Len. You're right to be kind to your father
—Give me your coat. , o
. Nip. «Kind to my father!”—Give . me your
coat "~That’s very odd talk at this timé of
nigh’t‘ K

Len.
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Len. You take this—Quick!—(tiey change
¢cloatbs) '

Nip. 1 fancy I look better in the King’s coat
than the King wou’d look in mine.

Len. Give me your hat,

Nip. Sir, take your’s off the block, (peinting te
Lenox’s bead, and bowing) '

Len. (gives bim bhis mufket) There ; now ftand
you in my place. .

Nip. Did ever I think I thou’d have a place at
Court 2—* Who goes there 2 (prefents at Lenox)
Speak, or dam’me, I'll fire! I'm in no jefting
humonr—talk ! or I’ll blow your brains over the
‘canal, thro’ the Horfe-Guards, crofs the way to
Whitehall, into the lottery-wheels.

Len. Silence! éqﬁ_de) The royal and affec~
ionate parents fend a darling fon to face the pe-
rils of war, to affert his country’s honour ! What
* Soldier wou’dn’t follow the illuftrious example.

—Huth! pot 3 word. '

. [ Exit with cautio.

Nip. Now that fellow’s gone to gommit a
robbery in my cpat, and | fhall get hang’d
for it: The gate’s fhut, and I cant get qut to
give my poor father his drop—Thea | muft give
it to his poor fon. (takes yp the keg and drinks)
Il fmoke a pipe too. fits en the keg) Well, he
didn't take my match, and my bottle of phofe
phorns.  (zakes _‘ﬁipg, SBlls, lights, fits on the
keg and fmokes) ‘if my wife was here now, I.
ﬂizu’dn‘t have all this fport to myfelf. (rifes,
takes up the keg ang drinks) My ehair produeces
good table driak, - »P ‘ '

3D 3 ‘ AIR,
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AIR.—Nipperkiz.

A glafs is ood, and a lafs is good,
And a 1pe to fmoke in cold weather; )
The worﬁl is good, and the people are good
" 'And we’re 5 ! good fellows together. e
A ookt
A botileitisa ,vcry good thing,: .
With'a good deal of good wineinit;
‘A fong is good, whena body can ﬁng, ,
An to finith; wemuﬁbegmlt,’ AR

A table is good, when fprgad with goo;i ¢ear,
. And good company fitting round it; .
When a good way off, we’re not very near,

« . . And for forrow the devil confound it

Aglht u,good &q

A friend Is good,” when you’re out of good luck
* * Por that’s a good time to try him* * 1 it
For a Juftice good, the-haunch of a back,
With fuch a good prefent you buy him. -

A fine old woman is good when the’s dead,

* * 1 rogue very good for good hanging
., A foo(l?s good, by thendle'to he led, ’;
; My good fong deferves a good banging.. .
T A glaﬁ 1s good &e

'm‘:‘

But 18 getbmg cool hcre, il frefco. - III ftep in-
to my parlour: (rakes up the keg, and goes mfo tb&
certry-box, ﬁt.r and fall.r aﬂeep) Pt
| H \\;"'\

Enter MARY. S '

- Mary. As my deay lover faxd there can’t be
rtho leaft. danger in paymg ‘fome attention to poor
Lenox whilft he’s away. ~ He took on fo at my
refufing him, and the lofs of his comrade, that
I know he hasn’t cat a morfel thxs blclfed day.
o ~ He
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He has 3 tender and an honeft heart, and fure
1o harm for me to try if I can comfort him.—
The Park’s got fo ftill, he may.eat and drink
fome’at, as I'm fure he wont come to me when
he’s reliev’d.—Lenox ! (gees towards the box, cal-
ling foftly) Oh, mofy heavens ! if he hasn’t fallen
afleep, and here’s the corporal coming ! (looking
. down the walk) If he’s caught fo—Lenox!—
(calls)

- Nip. (fpeaking in his fleep) . Take care of your
pockets. . : ‘
© Mary. Get up.
Nip. Paft four o’clock! :
- Mary. Sure he’s been drinking to drive away
his forrows. Rife! Here’s the guard! B
Nip. Pray walk in, Sir—I’ve a pretty coat will .
Juit fit you. - '

Enter CorPoRAL, and Guards.

+ Cor. Eh! :Sleep on your poft! Holloa!
Centry ! here’ll be rare flogging -work ; take his
arms ! drag him up!

-~ Nip. Fine cloudy morning !

. -Cor. Ay; dam’me, it will: be a fine cloudy
morning with you, peeping through the iron
bars of the Savoy. '

Mary. Dear Mr. Corporal—

Cor.- Is that Mifs Mary Tactic?

Mary. You know Lenox is a good foldier,
and fbould be excufed if he’s a bit over taken,
confider, taking leave of his comrades ; you know

¢’s {o well belov’d, and fuch a temptation—then
bis fpirits in fuch a ftate, a very little liquor' might
have intoxicatedwmm—
boaeon . N-I-P.
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Nip. (aflesp)—That doglkin will makt a pair
of pumps.

Cor. My fkin !——You’ll fee what the drummer
will make of yeur dogfkin.

Mary. Pray, dor’t qurm thc commanding
officer. -
- Cor. Why, Mifs Mary, you know it’s pot jn my

- power ta fave him, if, as you fay,he’s breught ta

court-martial for this.
~ Mary. His Royal Highnefsis good and merci-

" ful ;—I'm fure he’d confider fo excellent a foldies

as Lenox—Now do let the poar fellow come to
his fenfes, and fay nothing of it. - -
- Cor. But then I 'thou’d bé pumﬂ:ed ‘my-
felf, Mifs—--Muft give him uP—--takc hxm to the
Savay

Mary Unhappy creature! and yet I'm aihamcd
of Lenox.---However, I’ll make my father ufe
all his intereft for his pardon,  How have I been
deceived in him! and how fortunate that my
+ heart wasn’t caught by his kirnd and obligin
manners.---He lov'd me.--he i3 Sinchir’s frimdg;
and therefore has a right to my affiftance.

[Extt.

Cor. Why, he wou'd ftand a bettet chance of
mercy from his Royal Highnefs- --his fentence here
might be death.---I'll pretend not to khow but
he’s one of the drafts that has ftaid behind;
and to colour it, I'll neither fee nor talk to
him; but at day-break, a guard fhall take him
. to Greenwich time enough bcforc the mea
embark.

“a ¥

| cATCH,
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CATCH.—Corror Ax, NirrerxiN, and Seidiers.

Carp. Rare ragdinﬁg boys, don’t lé} your ptis’ner go
. : I defire, ‘
' For fudling fouls, the Savoy---ho !
‘Nip.  I'm Captain Muz.-—(Al) Are you fo ¥
Gorp. atk, ye, *fquife !
P'm Corporal Squib,
t. I’m Fifer Bob,
2. i Drummer Dob,
3. I’'m Natty Jack,
4 I'm Paddy Whack,
. - . § Pm Darby Drill, ,
. /6, I'm Roving Will, N
- % I'm Nimble Nick,
8. I'm 4 Good ftick, : o
. - 9+ ’m Devil Dick.~-Zdutids! what’s your name?
Nip.  Patt four o’clock !---(4//) We'll make you tame!
, : S’blood and fire!
Corp. Drink, foldiers, drink, and bear no blame.
T e e [Exeunt.

 SCENE IL -
Greenwich,

.

Enter Lanox iz Niepsrxin’s Cloaths, and Capf.
' Crurzer, : '

"Capt. No fuch thing friend. _
Len. Do, dear, good, worthy fir, let me go on
your tender,
Capt, But for what?
Len. To partake of the glorious expedition of
"my comradess

t I Capto
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Capt. Your comrades !---Ay, what, are you a
foldier ¢ :

Len. -(confufed)---Yes---fir---no---I am :

Capt. If a foldier, and not one of the drafted
men, what brings you to Greenwich ? and if yoy
belong to the detachment, why out of your'regis
mentals, and not with your corps? )

Len. Sir, I am as yet, only in wifh a foldier--~
I faid « my comrades,” becaufe I'm acquainted
with a number of the men; and I've conceived
fuch a friendfhip for fome of the honeft fellows,
that I can’t turn my head to any bufinefs, with the
grief of being feparated from them---only let me
g9, and you’ll fee how I'll fight.

Cap. But do you know the caufe?

Len. Humanity.---To ftop the ravages of war
abroad, fecure the bleffings of peace, commerce,
plenty and happinefs at home to Old England,
where a good King is the common parent---every
man is captain of his caftle, and the laws protect
his property, wife and children. Frenchmen-give
Britons freedom !---But huzza!---we’ll pluck
Sprigs of Laurel from their Tree of Liberty,

AIR.<=Lenbx.

The goddefs of mountaiss, blythe; rofy and free,
‘As the airs that flew round her; had once a fair tree 3
*Twas Liberty call’d, and a fav’rite of Jove,
And fweet was the fruit to the bright queen of Love ;
In Albion ’twas planted, its branches{pread wide;
Of her fons dnd her daughgers the glory and pride.
Tranquil pleafures, S
Softeft meafures, - . L
Then led the dance, and gave Bfitons to fing}
Loving, loyal; Coe
, Good and royal, L
People happy, honour’d their king,

Out
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Our fly gallic neighbours peep’d into our grounds,,
And fain would have fcal’d the white wall that furrounds,
- 'They long’d for our tree, when it’s beauties were
known,
Butmifling their aim, would have one of their own ;
For this, 1n poor France, a vile bramble takes root,
Each leaf is a poniard, and bitter the fruit.
Pity fleeping,1
Angels weeping,
Saw the {avage triumph o’er men ;
Juftice firing,
‘" All infpiring !
Drive the tiger into his dex.

Capt. Well, my'lad, I muft fay T admire your
fpirit, and am forry we can't take you; bur un-
difciplin’d recruits, won’t do.—The nature of the
fervice we're order'd on, requires pick’d men,

Len. There’s a boat now going off—by heavens
- will get aboard. . . [Exit bapily.

Czpt. By heavens-you . {hall pot tho’—Holloa }
wwStop that fellow—keep him out of the boat.

-,

Enter SERJEANT. -

Ser. Sir, his Reyal Highnefs’s aid-du-camp
wou’d fpeak with you. -
Capt. I come.—~ [ Exit Serjeant.
Something inthis young fellow that ftrikes me ex-
" ceedingly — (looks out) — No——the boat’s. gone
" without him, and there he walks melancholy
away; and intimate with the foldiers!—Might
perhapshave given me fome. clue to difcover my
fon.—I begin now to defpair; for if my boy is ftill -
in any of thofe regiments, he muft have chang’d

his name. .

YoL.1. 3K " Re-enter
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Re-enter SERJEANT.

1

Ser. Sir—— :
Copt. Oh, wue. {Exeuns,

Enter Mary,

" Mary. The coming {pring begins to make the
country look delightful. T he fweeteft feafon ap-
proaching, even the birds Joxn in love—and my
love to leave me !

MR.D‘W’.

Sing, charming warblers! voice of love}
The dulcet fong
Now pours along,
For love can harmonize the uve,
Bid balmy zephyrs gcntly
‘The liquid notes thro’ yxcldmg air.

Re-enter CapT, CRUIZER.

Capt. Thofe men Joiter along the road——(look.g
out)

Mary. Oh, your Honor, 1 hopc his Highnefs
isn’t yet gone over to the fhip l——-

Capt. Eh! What, my lafs, do you, too, want
to go and pull Sprigs of Laurel ?

Mary. No, fir: but it’s about 3 young man, a
foldier.

Capt. The devil’s in the foldiers for bringing
the women after them. You’re a madeft, precty
looking thing---you foolith jade, what bufinefs
have you with the young men? Take your fni-

velling good bye on onre—-no petticoats come
. .- - on
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on board my fhip. I advife you, child, to mo-
defty and difcretion ; for your own forwardnefs
and folly contribute as often to the ruin of ine
nocence, as the bafe arts of villainous feduction.
' _ [Exit.
Mary. 1 believe that gentleman means .well ;
but he fhou’d have known who he was talking to
«—and even then, fweet and welcome is the gentle
monitor ! for what we liften to with pleafure, we
follow with delight.- I may chance to fee my
Sinclair again before he goes—I know he’ll con-
quer; and when he returns—Oh! fuch a gar-
land as I'll make him!—Aye, and he thall wear
it to0,

. AIR.—Mary.

Fragrant chaplets quaintly twining,
Thro’ the fingers of the fair;

Ev’ry grace and fweet cambining,
For the foldier’s brow prepare.

Gift of Venus, blufhing, glewing,
Let the lovely rofe be feen;

And the Laurel, Mars beftowing,
Make the wreath an evergreen.

Oh, if here 1sn’t Sinclair and my fatl.

Enter Major TacTIC gnd SINCLAIR.

_ Tac. Zounds! how often will they halt?—
Sinclair ! 'Why do you run before the rank ?
Sin..Don’t you fee my attraction ?---Oh! my
lave! (ewhraces Mary)
Ta¢. Mary !---Now, girl, what has bewitched.
you to follow us?
' 3E2 Sine
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Sin. My lovely, faithful foul! don’t ‘be angr§

~with hen

AIR.---Sinclair,

Parted from thee, my ev’ry blifs,-
My only joy, the parting Kifs;
8o fweet ! and yet fo fcant a ftore,
I languifh’d to return for more.

And art thou come, and doft thou bring

"The fource whegce thoufand raptures fpring ?
Oh! let'me prefs thofe lips again,

Thus parting, .ever thus remain.

Mary. Oh! I've fomething to tell you about
Lenox---he is (mufic, and fbouts without)

Tac. The men on their march. Get you out
of their way, child---you’ll fee us at Greenwich,
( Sbouts without) _ [Exit Mary.

Enter Officers, Soldiers, €3¢c. accompanied and fol-
lowed by a number of people. All crofs, with
Jhouting, drums, and martial mufic.

AIR.—Sinclair.

Sound trumpets! hard tatks to the foldier belong,
"Mid#t dreadful alarms, .
The than to deftroy who has done him no wrong.
Thus founding to arms,
Hoarfe echo now brawls to the loud double drum,,
- With, come to fate come ;
Let juftice the foldier’s bold quarrel ordain, '~
‘Tho’ dyed all in blood he’s yet free from a fain,
Then the battle not ceafe,
"Tis for glory for peace.
(Exeunt all but Sinclair end Taltic.

M . Si”.
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Sm. Oh, ﬁr, I’ve a dreadful boding of Mary’s
bufinefs.

Tac. Something about Lenox. -

_ Sin. 1 fee it-—-he’s been bafe and treacherous;
and, for all that he feemingly refigned her, no
Tooner was my back turned, than he has dared to
renew his addrefles.

Tac. Plague of .your nonfenﬁcal love and jea-
loufy---mind your duty---run on and fall into your
rank (pufbes bim off ) with their fweethearts and
friends, and ftuff! 1 with we had them all fafe
on board—fome reafons tho’ in Sinclair’s fuf-
picions! I had'a good opinion of Lenox—but
this violent frxendfgtp of your young folks, all a
feather——gwe me an old friend.

- AIR—Major Tactic.

deﬁ flaunting fhrubs in'vernal®green,
Each finer than his fellow,
A venerable oak I've feen,
. All clad in fober yellow.

Whilft wintry winds could blow around,
‘Their leaves all helter-fkelter,
Poor birds within his branches found,
An hofpitable thelter.

In life’s gay fpring too oft’ we find,
The buds of foft affe&ion,

Scarce knit, when blown by ev’ry wind,
Inthisand that dire&ion.

Oh, come, thou friend, that can’ft endure,
The fhocks of rougheft weather,
Frank, chearful, honeﬁ and mature,
We'll live and die together,

[Exit.

, -

2T | |  SCENE.
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SCENE III.

Before Greenwich Hofpital—View of the Thamgs-
A'Tender at anchor, and boats with Soldiers croffing
to it. . '

Znter GrorGE STREAMER, atiended by Seamen
with their oars.

Officers and Soldiers, &,

Stream. Chearly my boys, clear the gangway
there! here’s another boatfull—we'll bring you
gentlemen of the red cloth along fide of the
Frenchmen ; I hope ’twill foon be our turn to
take a fpell at that work, We have a Prince too
to lead us on—oh dam’me ! how I long to pow-
der their toupees, o

AIR—George Streamer,

I’'m here or there a jolly dog,

At land or fea, I'm all a-gog,

To fight or kifs or touch the grog,
For I’'m a jovial midfhipman,
A fmart young midthipman,
A little midthipman,

To fighter kifs or touch the grog,
,Oh I’m a jovial midfhipman,

My honour’s free from ftain or fpeck,
‘The foremaft-men are at my beck,
With pride I walk the quarter-deck,
- For I'n 3 fmart young midthipman, &c,

I mix the pudding Yor our mefs,

In uniform then neatly drefs;

The captain atks, (no need to prefs,) : :
Come, dine with me, young midfhipman, &c.

Whea
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%, SWhen Royal Crarsxce comes on board,
By England’s Navy, all, adord,
From him, I femetimes pafs the word,
Tho’ ’m anhumble midfhipman, -
A f{mart young midthipman,
A little midthipman,
" For Royal WiLL was once like me,
A merrylittle midthipman.

[Exeunt with failors Sc. into the boat,

Enter Major Tactic and MaRy.

Tac. Lenox in this curfed hobble?—An ugly
job, faith !

Mary. Father, won’t you make the Duke for-
give him?

Tac. 1 make Dukes forgive People what docs
the girl take me for ?

Enter SINCLAIR, (greatly agitated.)

Sin. My beloved Mary, tell me this affair

that brought you? ay, wcll as I was gone,
enox ——
Mary. Oh! he is——

Sin. A villain !

Mary. How ?

Tac. Be quiet—you wronged hlm in the fove
bufinefs—egad, poor Lenox has fomething clfe -
now to think of ! -Oh, yes, he’ll be thot.

Sin. Who ! Sir ! Mary, what has he done ?

Mary. Is it poflible! I had noidea that his life
was in danger.

Sin. What’s his crime, and where is he now?
’ Tac.
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-Tecs Ha has fleption his: guﬁl; aﬁdhom
mxmnsat«thtSavoy. IR v .,bu!u.
T ewe e el
Emr CAPT C‘RUIEEK"‘% .,ms

Capt Bring him. along, an- obﬁimﬁymg'
Scoundrel ! RE AL TR

Tac. What'’s the matter, Sir?

Cap. A blockhead that I refufed to take on
board, jumps into the river, fwims over to the
thip ; ‘and there he was found “hiding " bekind
a hen-coop. A brave fellow-—bu& we {benid:
frighten him a lxttlc : " Yt

e

KRR ECRY

Enter LENOX, in m/lm) of /oldzer: amd _/Fnﬂr.r. 24

A “
So, you wou’dn’t take my word for i it ;btre now"
you fhall give an account of yourfelf, . Bdom kiis
highnefs. . BN

~Sin, Why, it’s Lenox ? BERRER I

Tac. One of the guards, Sir. - - = o7 oo

Capr. Indeed! hold him in cuftody!  [&xit.

Mary. Ah! Sinclair, doesn’t your hcare bhmt,
- for your unhappy friend ?

Tac. Why, how the devil did you ﬂxakc of:
your irons and efcape from the Savoy 2
" Len. Major, I never was difgrac’d with irons;
or ina jail,

Tac.”Zounds ! Mary, what [ftory’s this you’ve
been telling us? Oh! I fee it’s all a flam, an
excufe for her coming after. us to Grcenw1ch
;nd taking another parting kifs with your fwect-

eart.

Mary. (cms) Indeed, fathcr, I don’t know‘
what you mean ; Lenox now, has got other

cloathg
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oaths ofi—but 'm fure I fiw liim tn&en into

cuftody, by the Cdrpordl — Think me—fo-—

artful—ag—to — iftvent ftofies — only — to <=

compifi—my—own—pleafiire ! ;
~ 0bs.

r Sin. Nay, my love, don’t weep—your father
&annot fuppofc— ’
Enter CorroraL:

Corp. Well, Mils Mary; to oblige you, I've
&g:rzd Lenox to be b'rgiglit _Bcfo‘x%: t}x’e Duké
himfclf—oh! yonder they bring him. =

Tac. Why, torporal, you’re drink too;—
here thez've brought him already. =

Corp. 1 drunk ! let me tell you, Major, 1 cait
be as fober on my duty, ds ahy mad.

Tac. Why, did you pull him from behind the
hehj-COOp' - N .

Corp. Hen~coop! 1 fay, I found Lenox on his
guard moft damnably difguifed. v o

‘Tac. Well, you thay find hith there, difgdisd.

(points to Lenox.) o
Len. You found me drupk! why, corporal;
what’s the mitter with you?. .
Corp. (faring at Lenox.) °Tis Lenox! thed
who the devil have we got prisoner yonder ! -
Nipperkin (withbut.)
« Pift four o’clock 1"

Enter Nteesriv, (guarded.)
Tat. Why, it's the joking rafcal, that cajol'd
me out of the bow! of punch. '
&I:n. Nipperkin-! Oh! I fce how this has

én.

VOL. I 3F Nip.
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Nip. Wl hawe. jultice-oitheyr ook my: keg.
(look: at Lenox.) What, then you have been domg_
1t2 I thought ferangd. takcnml dsﬁrc he myg r,..
be hang’d in my cqat. 4

E:mr‘CAP'r Cmntn. SR "?’*"

Nipperkin talks apart to the Soldm:. .

Capt. (to Lewox.) Young man, T've laid. ypm'
ca[g befaxe his Royal Highmefs~tho’ your:

%Kyour oﬁ was a crime, that demands ?xm

ary difcipline, a fevere punithment, yet in
confideration of your motive, a brilliant ezam-~
ple of noble ardour for your country’s hoser, . &g
not only pardons youw, but from youp high €ha-
racter as an excellent foldier, prefents yous vmb
this purfe.

Nip. A purfe for only fwimming to—f)y .shie
lord, I ongce fwam from Chelfea-rgach to Baxtcr-
fea-bridge—give mer——

Capt, Nipperkin! why, who madcn ﬁldmr
of y)ou? here, my lad! (oﬁ:rm‘g the, purfesa: Lﬁ
nex

Nip. A hen-coop' to. fmuggle my[elf mto;
fight I'd hide bebind 2 moufe-trap.

Len: 1 humbly thapk his nghnefs-npandm
is the utmoft grace: I could hape for ; my friend
(20 Sinelair) you have never difobeyed: ordess—
a more finithed foldier, on the eve of being .mar-
ried too—and the Duke’s bounty will be applied
to a better purpofe in contributing additional
comforts to an amiable woman.. (gsves, t.be purfe
to Sinclair.

Nip. They won’t let me be genmus-nobodﬂ}l'l

-~
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viﬂ gwe mefpurfcs to- g:ve nway to p‘dor fémx-

Len 8try 11 dm bnly fuffered but to go vnth
the Dukc, fome future event may offet.an oc-
cafion, really to fignalize myfelf, and by merit
win a reward, of whlch 1 am now totally un-
worthy.

. Capt. A liberal mmded fell.ow, fauth' fo, tny
lkfs, this is your foldier laddie!

* Mary. Oh, noj Sir~=I grant he deferves—ay,

the oft beavtiful l:d*y—-but here’.s my hnmble
choice. -

. S¥m. Humble indeed! yet I have reafon to be
frond wich. the. ﬁu:ndﬂnp cﬁ Leﬂoﬁ,n and ‘the
doveofiMary, « -

+ - Nip: Captain, lend mc a gumea, and i tell
you a.fecret.

Capl. You drunken fcoundrel I’ll break your
head

Nip. . (/{ﬂde) This boy 8 generoﬁty has fo
wrought upon ‘my heart, thi€ 1 can’t bear

* -he thould longer remain in obfcurc wretchednefs
a—hearky- (to Eemox.) down on your knces to
the codger. (points to the Captain.)
- ~&Len. What do you niean ?

Nip. Oh! what is this world come to! I bid a
fon afk his father's blefing, and ke fays holloa |
death and ouns, what do you mean ?

Capt. Son thls-—-

Len. How t '

Nip. 1tell yon, that’s the boy in the bafket,
the child of charity, the prentice to—Mr. Dal-
rumple, the fiddle cafe maker; the private fol-
dier, that for glory prefers a French buliet to an

Engh{h ph}mb-puddmg.
Len. |



Len. Sir,'my birehi s’ been 2 myRery—and.

isit thus explained & " 77"

Caps. It muft -be.ghe deferted '.ro.p"‘—'f

Nip. Qf asi abandoned father.

Capt. Nipperkin, you're now. privileged—
The fervice you've rendered me by this difco--
very—my boy a.braye foldier !=muft make a.
good officer, . oo

Len. Sir, my higheft ambition is now “to “join:
in glorious enterprize as a private, for if I am to
be honoured with promotion 1’1l :firft; with
heart and hand, endcavour to deferve it.

Enter Grorge Srnaaqgﬁ,--éﬁﬁs; 'Sr“x.z'lors, Sol-+
diers, and a waricty of other Characters.

J leALE. W frrte1n A
e L F R ST
Sinclair. A
Till to your cliffs we turn our face, -
Old England-be a merry place ;-
To pipe and fiddle, jig a-pace, ettt
- Whilft we take hence.ous drumiming ; -

But when we finifh the campaign,

With wooden leg, or gdlden chain,

We'll march, or hop to you again,
You, fing, our boys are coming,

CHORUS.
Till to your cliffs, &c,

Mary,

Ye warriors, from my foldier fly,

The lightnings flafh his beaming eye ;

Beneath his conqu’ring fword ye die, -
+  If to the fight ye dare him.

3

Whea
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lbu my love 2 bagle ﬁ?d Vm [Zil@nclazr..

Your ot upon the vanquith ‘|, g
Your arm raifed high, to gwe the %T qzo eun R
Forhis love Fvectheart; fpaseshiiic < J' A
T:ll to yo eligfss &a; ¢ g
v . \/' :
‘N"Pp”km’ AT
i’m given much to knock sud kfll, = 0 oo L
‘This war was made againft my will 5 SRR
:Sqme like to fight, but 'll it nllqu :
... 1 And talk jp Coffce. houfes

3 Yettf £ tobk it in my head,
* By cutting.throats to get my bread,
In moft newfiapers mfght be read,-
My xmg ty kicks and douces.
’Eﬂlmyour eliffs, &s:, e

k) SURNEY . -
WL u~~-h' . . R '\

But grateful hearts we hence muft bcar

For all thofe noble Britith Fair,

Who take into their gen’rous care,
Dear pledges left behind us.

You to prote&, the pow’rfal charm, -
That fires the foul and nerves the arm,
Whilft patriot zeal dur bofoms warm, -
Such duties ever bind us, - : .
T:ll to your chﬁ's, kc, )

: Majorl Tatic.

We go brave lads at honour’s call,
'To check the proud, the ruthlefs Gaul
Let Britain’s thunder now appall,

: And bid him think on Crefly.

Gearge Streamar.

T'l] weigh for Holland, ‘with a cheer,
And when I’ve help’d my friend Mynheer,
I’ll round for bonny Plymouth fteer,
' And kifs Poll, Sall, and Befly.

Txll to your clxﬁ's, &¢.

1A.



SPRIGS OF LAUREL:
2. Enfign.

Ye Wolfs and Elliots all repair,
Great Britain’s ftandard, lo! I bear g
My colours flapping in the air,

His Majefty was donor.

2d. Enfign.

And, ladies, do not think I jeft,

My courage when put to the teft,

For your dear fakes I'll fight my beft,
I will, upon my honor.

CHORUS.

Till to your cliffs we turn our face,

Old England be a merry place ;

. To pipe and fiddle, jig a-pace,

Whilft we take hence our drumming. ~

FINIS .

END OF THE FIRST VOLUME.
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